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O thoſe who judge of dramatic merit from- 

the Greek dA the rules of French'eri- 
tics, or the examples of modern writers, a jufſtifi- 
cation of the following piece would be attempted 
in vain. They would call it a motley perfor- 
mance, deficient in almoſt every article, which 
conſtitutes a true and proper tragedy. "If the 
author were to alledge, that he never meant to 
compole a y, according to their acoep< 
tation of the word, but that his intention was 
to fill up a picture of real life, in a certain 
time, the outlines of which were taken from 
hiſtorical fafts, his reaſon would be deemed 


unſatisfactorx. eie i 


Regardleſs of the end propoſed, they would 
E to exclaim, that the unities were | 
leQed, that the grave was intermingled with \ the 
tadicrous, that the buſineſs of the drama fre- 
quently ſtood ſtill; that the dialogue was top 
familiar, and the metre little better than mea- 


*- 4 


fured proſe. SH, e 


„ PREFACE.” 
Ho far ſome of theſe objections may be 


pl 9 and how many more might, perhaps, with 
125 reaſon be urged againſt particular paſſages, the 
author will not 9 The force of others 


of them he would endeavour to diminiſh, by 


"anſwering, that they militate equally againſt 
human life itſelf; and that while he ſhould be 
ſorry to have this denominated an artificial 


poem, he would flatter himſelf, it cannot be 


Juſtiy thought an unnatural one. 


Dr. Johnſon indeed, in the preſace to his 

edition of r ſeems to have ſufficiently 
vindicated this particular ſpecies of writing, to 
which, thoſe who pleaſe, may (inſtead of tragedy) 


give the more fumple name of hiſtory. - Neither 


are there wanting many good judges of com 
fition, who wiſh that the leſs ſtudied dition, and 
more plain and level metre of the ſchool of that 
immortal poet (which ſeems to have ended with 
Southern), had been continued to the preſent 
time. — this performance, with all its im- 
gularities and deficiencies, will, 
2 de —— by them, to thoſe 1 
tragedies or imitations, which of late years have, 
through novelty, lived their nine nights on the 


Age, and been damned for ever after in the 
Cloſet: tho they had been corrected and meta- 
morphoſed by managers, calculated to afford to 
favourite actors or actreſſes opportunities of ſhin- 
= ing, + and curtailed * lord — | 


IS. 


* 
1 * > £7 
25 Ln 0. BY 


PREFACE Wm. 
A diverſification of characters hath been at- 


tempted in this piece; and to give to every charac. 


ter the mode of ſentiment and expreſſion 

| liarly ſuited to it. It is not at all difficult for a man 
a very middling genius, to contrive a regular 
plot, to pen down a certain number of ſounding 
lines; and tho his dramatis perſonæ are diſtin- 
pms by by particular names, to put his own 


timents in their mouths throughout five acts. | 


Had the author been ſolicitous of adapting his 
plan to the ſtage, or wiſhed to conciliate the fa- 
your of the indiſcriminating multitude, he mg 
probably have followed the ſame method. 


However it may appear to us, when we are 
reading, no ſmall attention is requiſite in written 
dialogue of any kind, for .an author entirely 
to calt off ſelf. This was the characteriſtie of 
Shakeſpeare ; and perhaps after all, the author 
of this play hath deceived himſelf, and it "= 
with reaſon be applied to him. 
— Sudct en 2 ; lie | 
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Preface page iii. line 4. after man inſert of. 


* 


7. line 13. before then, inſert till. 


25. dele I thank, 
26. for the gractous Gods, read I thank the Gods, 


15. for the, read their, 
13. for good, read God. 


1. 


for beheld, read behold. 


1. dele all. 
14. for his, read 18. 


for VoLNIR's Tent, read 


line the laſt, dele the. 
11. for Entyches read Eutyches, 


Go 


Which ulcerating preys upon 


before our, inſert by. 
for rumours, read rumour. 


>» 


RoDOLPH's Tent. 


for and Antonina / my Son? read my Son ? and Antonina ? 
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| LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Do = WE can but weep the ruin of our country, 


The evil is too rank, Lucretius, 
To admit a cure. Oppreſſion ſpreads its bane, 


Our own, much leſs our words. The ſecret curſe 
ls frequent, offer'd up to all the 
The midnight filent deprecation calls 

For vengeance on the proud, the impious Tarquin. 


2 


0 


a 


> CPC 


SCENE I. Rome. 
VALERivus, LUCRETIUS. 


With all good men; and find no remedy; | 


And taints the general air, ſcarce are our fouls 


But in the day each wears the face of loyalty, | 


Nor dares, ſo jealous are theſe groveling times, 
E'en in his brother's boſom pour that anguiſh 


- 


Which ulcerating preys upon his heart. 


Ir” CO „ 
0 


LUCIUS JUNIUS. BRUTUS. 


How we have dared communicate our — 
To me is cauſe of wonder. 


Had I not | 
3 marked thee, O Valerius, nobleſt Roman 5 


Amid theſe worſt of times immoveable 
In honour's ſteady courſe, invariably 
Upright and juſt, in thy domeſtic life 


Untainted too, I would not thus have open'd 
My inmoſt breaſt, or given the paſſing wind 
An opportunity to bear my words | 
On its licentious wing to the tyrant's ear. 


Val. .A mutual confidence henceforth be ours. 
Scarcely can I expreſs with what abhorrence 


I look upon this monſter of a man. 
Scan the whole catalogue of horrid crimes, 
And if you find one he hath not committed, 


I will retract my words, and call him virtuous. - 


To gain his wife his brother firſt he poiſon'd ; 
To gain the crown moſt ruffian- like aſſaulted 
With ſacrilegious hand the good old king, 


By marriage bonds his father: 1 hebeld him 


Thrown from the ſenate-houſe, his aged limbs 
Bruiſed by the flinty pavement, his white locks, 
Which from the lawleſs robber would have gain'd 
Reſpect and veneration, wildly. ſcatter'd 


Over his face, defiled with clotted gore ; 


Raiſed from the ground with utmoſt difficulty, 
And tottering toward his home, he met his death. 
Still did inſatiate cruelty purſue - 


His 


LUCIUS JUNIUS' BRUTUS. 3 


His breathleſs corſe, denied the common rites 


Of burial ; all men ſtruck with horror, ſhunn d 
The accurſed ſpot : yet then his ſavage wife 
Drunk with hot draughts of empire, or " poſſeſs by 
By the infernal furies, every tie 

Of human nature caſt aſide, drove on 


Hligh in her ſtately chariot, and impell'd 


Luc. 


The affrighted horſes o'er him where he lay, 
O'er the dead body of her murder'd parent. 
Had rumour brought the fact, as perpetrated 
In any foreign country, my belief 


Would have rebell d. I marvel that * ſun 


Turn'd not his courſe, as at the inhuman feaſt 


Of Grecian Atreus: ever to reflection 

As the deed riſes in its native hue, 

My blood runs cold. No wonder if his throne 

Founded by means like theſe, ſhould be ſupported 

By the ſame means. dane in what copious 
ſtreams 


Flath flow'd the blood of princely ae 6 


Val. 


Their crime was worth or riches; hath he ſpared 
One, but whom abſolute neceſſity 
Compell'd, or mean opinion of his faculties 
Suffer'd to live ? 

Fo To this, his cruel policy 
He adds ſuperior talents; with a ſoul 
That penetrates mankind, he bears conjoin'd d 
The fiery ſpirit of the warrior God. 


Talents by virtue guided, which might place him 
B 2 Among 
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Val. 


Lucius JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Among the firſt of kings, but now ſerve only 
To make him bold and reſolute in vice, 
And what is worſe, create an awe, a dread, 
On which, as on a baſe not to be ſhaken, 
Stands fir d NING tyranny. 1 
Yet we 


8 us he hath ſpared; and me 


While gainſt the Ardeats he wages war, 
In truſt exalted to be governor 


Of this fair city; of imperial Rome. 


Indeed, were life alone to be eſteem d 

We ſhould not murmur ; but to breathe the air, 
To walk about at large, eat when we pleaſe, 
Sleep at our will ; this is not life—the beaſt 


Upon the mountain leads a life like this. 


When I'm fo ſelfiſh as to center all 


My ſenſe of pleaſure here, when I caſt off 
Tender humanity, which feels, as relative 


To all the members of ſociety, _ 

Joy or affliction, may I then be curſed - 

With ſuch a life as this. 

! Didſt thou 8 

Among the ſenators by Tarquin flain, 

The name of Marcus Junius „ 

| - -:7 Wellt knew m; 3 

But what of him? 

Oh! He was . above 

The ſtrain of men; his many virtues made him 

Reſpected as a god by the ſons of Rome; 
i | His 


LUCIUS JUNIUS/ BRUTUS, 3g. 


His anceſtors came hither with Enes 
From flaming Troy, the valour of his race, 


The heroic ardor which inflames the breaſt 


Val. 


Luc. 


Of conſcious greatneſs, and uplifts mankind 


To ſomething of divinity, dwelt in him. 


He was a man, that had he ſcaped the wreck 
Of thoſe tempeſtuous W would ne er haue 
ſuſfer'd' ©, 17s) 
Gigantic tyranny to take ſuch Abe 
At leaſt anne have bes, ſome 
curb 

Upon the mouth of addons 0 

And wild ambition. This our Tarquin 3 

And at the ſame time looking with an eye 

Of greedineſs upon his large poſſeſſions, ſent 

And flew him and his elder fon, a youth 

Of gracious hopes ; ; the younger ihe abſent 

Feen the Win. 
N And now a with 3 

"Lucius; the fool, the laughing-ſtock of-the court : 

Whom the young princes always carry with them 

To aid their ſport and jocund merriment ; 

The butt, at which they ſhoot their ſhafts of wit; 

Whoſe paucity of ſenſe, and mode uncouth, 

Aukward and blundering, hath deſervedly 

Got him the name of Brutus——But wiy waſte 

Ons talk on this ſame ideot ? - 

"BY, Solve the queſtion: | 
I did but hint him, » ſpeaking of his father. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Indeed, why talk at all, when all muſt end, 
As bootleſs as begun? There is a bound 
Which checks, they ſay, all evils in their courſe, 


And good enſues.— Our evils know no change; 


Nor have they this extremeſt limit reach d. 

Tho to be ſtill in movement of progreſſion, 
Is paſt belief. Vet there's no t in nature, 
No poſſibility of alteration, 

No man alive to aim at alteration: 

And his three ſons, Titus, and Aruns, Sextus, 


All equal to their father in ability, 


. 


Beyond, if poſſible, in the black deeds 


Ol villainy, of luſt, and treachery, ' 


Are three firm pillars added to the pile 


Which threatsto ſtand for ages. Oh! theſe gs 


Are capable to baniſh moderation 
From the prepared breaſt, and make the wiſe 


Turn A i 


i. Let usdrop the ſubjeA. 


| Who 85 the ſecrets of avenging Jove? 


Perhaps though we, ſhort- ſighted as we are, 
Think liberty bound in eternal thraldom, 

His counſels otherwiſe decree : e en now 

Haply the dread events are burſting forth, 

Like lightning from the gloomy firmament, 

To ſweep this race of hell-hounds from the earth. 
What may be, I'll not ſay; but hope long ſince 


Hath ceaſed with me to wear her ſanguine hue. 


Why ſhould free agents e en on Jove depend, 


To 


Luc. 


Tit. 
Ar. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 7 
To ſway the will he gave? Man rules himſelf — 


His own fate's arbiter. Though o'er theſe times 


Broods deſperation, ſhall we not beneath _ 

Her wings immew'd, this galling, tempting theme 
Again revive ?—Words cannot pluck the thorn, - 
But ſoothe the ſmart. Farewell Ill tomy houſe; 


Whither if in the evening thou wilt come, 


Still on a genuine Roman citizen 

My Lares ſmile. | 

| I would attend unbidden, 

But thy inviting voice ſhould charm me thither, 


Spite of diſeaſe or pain. At evening cloſe 
I come ; then farewel. 1 1 [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. He Camp before Ardea. 


Tlirus, Aus. 


Is Aruns ſad? wears he a gloomy brow ? 
He doth, and ſtranger, cannot gueſs the cauſe, 


Unleſs tis living in inaction thus. 


Theſe Ardeats fit behind their walls, or fight 
At intervals, when the mad fit invades them. 
How can our father bear their petty fallies ? 


Why doth he not attack the neſt at once 


With fire and ſword, and rouſe up all the ſwarm? 
Not thus he triumph'd o'er the warlike Sabines, 
Not thus he wreſted from the Volſci's hands 
Sueſſa Pometia, with whoſe glorious ſpoils 

The 


8 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS: 


The temple roſe to Capitolian JoVve. 
Though had he aſk'd of me, the glittering ore 
Had been applied to build a different fane. 
Tit. Moſt firmly I believe thee, well I know 
To what divinity thou would'ſt ave x rear'd 
"Thy golden altars. | 
Ar. Aye, and wiſely t too. 
Pleaſure's my deity, my Jupiter, - 
My Juno, and Minerva. Titus too, 
If I miſtake not, is no Atheiſt there, 
But worſhips with as warm enthuſiaſm 
As any votary of them all; tis true 
Hle wears a graver brow, and commits ſin 
With a more ſerious philoſophic face, 
There's all the difference between me and thee, 
A touch of feature only, in our hearts 
Wee are moſt cordially alike. 
Ti. Alike! 
Why now indeed thy airy ſpirits dance, 
Sparkling in either eye; but when TI met thee, 


it i EE What wert thou then ? Inwrapp'd in diſcontent. 

| is What wilt thou be anon? Chiding at ſtraws 

1 | | For lying in thy path; then quick, by the ſparks 

ih Of angry paſſion, kindled into flame; | 
Still varying like the wind. Thy heart like mine 


When didſt thou find my ſkittiſh temper ſtart, 

And fly like thine from one to the other ſide ? 
or. Well, be it fo, heaven ſpeed us both ! But Sextus ! 
T envy that ſame” Sextus ; for his genius 


Soars 


Tit. 


Ar. 


Pit. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 9 
Soars o'er us both, and robs us of our birthright. 


Not that 1 think, we halt behind him much 


In our intentions; but at leaſt good luck 
Befriends him farther, one would ſwear he kept 
Fortune in pay, and that the blind- eyed goddeſs 
Accepted bribes from him. There's not a woman 
He looks on with deſire but he poſſeſſes ; 


He ſays but to an enemy, Fall down, 


And down he falls. Hah !- ſayſt thou, is he not - 
A ſon of Tarquin, and a glorious villain ? 
Glorious I grant, but not a villain, Aruns. 


That name may ſuit indeed a vulgar mouth, 


A tradeſman talking of his brother knave ; 

But rank and ſtation ſanctify men's deeds ; 

A king ſucceſsful cannot be a tyrant, 

Nor a king's ſon deſerve a title ih 

Than that of prince. 
5 Thou reaſor'ſt well, by Mars! 

When I want oracles to be delivered, 

I need not go to Delphos.—Out ! Alas! 

My blood's again obſtructed, and I feel 

A pain here in my head, or in my heart, 

A ſort of creeping kind of lethargy. — 


Are you e er ſeiz d thus? Hah! here comes my 


antidote. 
Brutus] true; he's a doctor for the ſpleen. 
You mention'd Delphos ; when we two went thither 
Through the unknown ſeas of Greece, ſent by our 
father „ ö 
C : To 


= | 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


To enquire the meaning of the prodigy, 
The ſnake portentous, which with dreadful creſt 
Appearing in his palace hiſs'd aloud 
A direful omen ! Brutus then went with us. 
Oh! I remember well the precious ſcenes 
Of folly which he ated. When we gave 
Rich preſents to the God; he offer d him 
A walking ſtick ; as it the god would walk, 
And take the air, but that the god was lame. 
Coming from out the temple, gazing back, 
As loath to leave a place fo fine, he fell! 
Over the threſhold, and plough'd up the ground - 
Fixing his a in the earth. 
You may remember 

The oracle too aid, that he ſhould bear 
Chief ſway in Rome, who firſt ſhould kifs his 

mother. | 
When we came home, — at one time we kiſs d 
1 | 
Our brother Sextus, Jointhy we reign 
_ our father. 


Enter Baurus. 
Brutus, where ſo faſt ? 


s Lords, ſtop me not; I'm ſent to you 
| e eee from The Zing ; farewel, 


: I muſt return again. 


But wert thou ſent 
G Only | 


Br. 


Ar. 


Br. 
Ar. 
Br. 


Tit. 
Br. 


Ti. 


Thy land! Rees Tips it ? 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUrus. 11 
Only to ſee us? Tell the king our father 


We re in good health; we thank him for the meſſage 


Which thou haſt well remember d to deliver. 


Oh! my good Lord, I had forgot indeed. 


But in the multitude of public cares 
And daily buſineſs—if my memory fails 


A lictle—'tis no wonder. 


True—but ſay 
What wilt thou give me for a recipe 


To ſharpen memory ? From the Sibyl's books 


Haye I tranſcribed it tis infallible. 
What will I give! Ten acres of my land. 


Aſk the king, my couſin ; 
He knows full well: T thank him, he's my ſteward, 
And takes the trouble off my hands. 

Who told thee fo ? 
The king himſelf. Now twenty years are paſt, 
And more, when he ſent for me from the farm 
Where I had lived ſome time ſtudying ere, 
an ſuch like ſerious matters, 

| Noble ſophiſt, 
bend with the profoundeſt admiration 
Of thy rare, hidden knowledge. 
Yes, yes, all men 

Muſt grant that 1 have no ſmall ſmattering. 
But where was I ? Oh—Kinſman, ſays the king, 
Says he, and ſmiled moſt graciouſly upon me, 


— 


For deeds of blackeſt and moſt treaſonous nature, 


C 2 + ay 


12 


Br. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Thy father and thy brother were accuſed of, 
They've paid the forfeit with their lives : tor thee, 


Who knew'ſt not of their crimes, as I love mercy, 


Nor take delight in wanton deeds of cruelty, 
Live and be happy ; the ingenuous heart, 


And ſimple manners ſpeaking in thy — 


Aye, tis a ſimple manners-ſpeaking face. 
Nay, is it right to interrupt me thus ? 

Pardon, moſt noble Brutus. 
Theſe thy qualities, 


Promiſe, ſays he, thou ne er wilt form a plot 


Of damn d conſpiracy againſt thy ſovereign— 


Indeed for that, I'll be thy bondſman, Brutus. 
Live in my houſe, companion of my children. 
As for thy land, to eaſe thee of all care, 
I'll take it for thy uſe; all that I afk 
of thee, is gratitude. . os 

And art thou not 


| Grateful for goodneſs ſo unmerited ? 


Am I not? Never, by the holy gods, 
Will I forget it! tis my conſtant prayer 
To heaven, that I may one day have the power 


To pay the deb: I owe him. But the r 
Tou told me of, my Lord. 


Oh take it gratis 


Firſt then; attend with caution But the meſſage 
You brought from Tarquin.— 


Father 8 | 


That ! ſhouls loiter thus! Why would you keep me 


Engaged 


Cl 1 
= 4 


Ar. 
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And fay you're coming ? 


A ſcheme replete with courage and with wiſdom ;; 


O prudence! ill delayer of great deeds, 
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Engaged in talk? The king your father calls 
A council, to conſider of the ſiege 
Of Ardea, and the future operations 

Againſt the ſtubborn Rutili: your preſence 
Is aſk'd immediately; ſhall I before 


| No; behind us ſtay. 
There call thy thoughts to council, and invent 


Nor doubt but Tarquin will with joy embrace it. 
[ Exeunt Aruns and Titus. 


BRU rus alone. 


Yet, tis not this which ruffles me the gibes 
And ſcornful mockeries of ill-govern d youth 
Or flouts of painted ſycophants and jeſters, : 
Reptiles, who lay their bellies on the duſt, 

Before the frown of Majeſty. All this 

but expect, nor grudge to bear; the face 

I carry too demands it. But what then? 

Is my mind faſhion'd to the livery 

Of blunt ſtupidity, which I have worn 

"Theſe many a day? bent to the ground, and warp'd 
From its true native dignity ? Elſe why, 

How is't that vengeance now hath ſlept ſo long? 


And noble enterprizes!—Yet—not ſo. 
Chance may, and accidental circumſtance _ 
Crown bold and lucky raſhneſs with ſucceſs— 


But 


# 
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But oftner not. There is perhaps a time, 
A certain point, which waited for with patience, 
Sei d on, and urged with vigour, will go near 
To baniſh chance, and introduce aſſurance 
And fixedneſs in human aQtions.— | 
To avenge my father's and my brother's murder ! 
(And ſweet I muſt confeſs would be the draught) 
Had this been all, oft hath the murderer's life i 
Been in my hands; a thouſand opportunities 
F've had to ſtrike the blow and my own life 
I had not valued as a ruſh. —But ſtill— 
There's ſomething further to be done—my ſoul ! 
Enjoy the ſtrong conception; oh! tis glorious 
- To free a groaning country from oppreſſion ; 
To vindicate man's common rites, and cruſh 
The neck of arrogance.— To ſee Revenge 
Spring like a lion from his den, and tear 
Theſe hunters of mankind !—--Give but the time, 
Gave but the moment, gods! If I am wanting, 
May I drag out this ideot-feigned life i 
To late old age; and may poſterity 
Ne er know me by another name, but that 
Of Brutus, and the Tarquin's houſehold fool. = 
4p 5 Exit. 


SCENE II. 


 HoraTivs, HERMIN Ius. 


Hor. Whither away, Herminjus ? to the council? 
Her. I go to the aſſembly calld by the king; 
| I know 


** 


Hor. 
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I know not if you juſtly can term that 


A council, where there is no conſultation. 
We need not now be nice in the definition _ 
Of words, Horatius, which become a ſoldier 
But ill at any time, at no time more 
Perhaps than now. If we are not conſulted 


We ſhall be told what Tarquin and his ſons 
Have pre- determined: no ſmall ſhare of confidence. 


As in the city they re the only ſource _ 

Of government and law, ſo in the camp 

They form each enterprize, direct each motion. 
And, by the gods! were government and law 
Temper'd with equity, or war with juſtice, 


I would not wiſh for n lawgivers, 
Or leaders. 


Fer. 


Hor. 


Her. 


| Hor. 


Hold No more, Horatius | 
What ! know you not that tents have often ears 
Hearing diſtinctly ? If the times are bad, 
Heav'n in its mercy mend them ! Pray however 
But ſoftly, leſt the ſtatues of the gods 
Should turn informers too. Who paſſes there, 
Crofling our way ? 

| 'Tis Cem ſurely, 

You) in the field of war, who lately married 


Lucretius's daughter? 


Truſt me, ſhe's reported 
The faireſt, and the worthieſt of her ſex. 
Fairer than ever was a form created 
By youthful fancy, when the blood ſtrays wild, 
And 


16 
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And never-reſting thought is all on fire. | 
The worthieſt of the worthy ; not the nymph 
Who met old Numa in his hallow'd walks, 


And whifper'd in his ear her ſtrains divine, 


Can I conceive beyond her ; the young choir 


Of veſtal virgins bend to her. Tis wonderful 


Amid the darnel, hemlock, and baſe weeds 


Which now ſpring rife from the luxurious compoſt 
Spread o'er the realm, how this ſweet lily roſe, 


How from the ſhade of theſe ill- neighbouring 5 


plants, 


Her father ſhelter'd her, that not a leaf 


Is blighted, but array d in pureſt grace 


She blooms unſullied verdure. Such her beauties, 


And holicit affection. 
Her. | 


As might call back the torpid breaſt of * 
To long forgotten rapture; fuch her mind, 
As might abaſh the boldeſt libertine, h 
And turn deſire to reverential love, 


From a praife 


45 So warm, a ſtranger might form ſome SotiTufions. 


Hor. 


I ſpeak as an acquaintance, as a friend, 

But yet impartially, not ſway'd by on. 
But as I really think ; had life's gay prime 
Preſented ſuch an object to my view, * 


| You would have thought me mad in my applauſe ; 


I ſhould have flown above the ſhining ſpheres 
Of the azure vault for new compariſons, 


Yet then not thought them hyperbolical. 


* 


I loved © 
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I loved my wife; I praiſed her; but the height 
Aſlign'd to her, reached not to this Lucretia; 
Though ſince I've thought it much ſurpaſs d the 


truth. 
Here tranſport would have urged me far beyond 


All ſober bounds, and yet cloſe by my ſide 


Reaſon would have ſtood, ſmiling to ſee herſelf 
So juſtly ſuperſeded. 
Such a prodigy 

Should have a huſband of no vulgar mould; 
But Collatinus, every where I ſee him, 
The princes intimate, at their carouſals, 
Tha firſt in noiſe, and mirth, and Jollity, 

Of the Face Crew. 
5 Tou are TIES 4 


22 Hes) young, perhaps unſteady, flexible, 


And yielding to example: though indeed 


As a relation, and being near to th' king, 
I «don't ſee how, if twere his inclination, 


He could do otherwiſe: but he poſſeſſes 
Many good qualities, is gentle, kind, 
And generous,” wants not courage, and I know ' 
Doats with the moſt impaſſion'd tenderneſs 
Upon Lucretia. Haply tis in hopes 


\  Tocaſe his mind from the ſharp grief of abſence, 


That thus he mingles with the feſtive train, 
And joins the roar of idle rioting 5 
And diſſipation; though I ne er obſerv o 
He join d it heartily. I've ſeen him oft 


D Loſt 
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Loſt in reflection then, and oft alone 
Muſing in melancholy, as juſt nor, 
Thou ſaw t him when he paſs d us, meditating 
With his eyes caſt on che a But at us haſte 
To the king's tent. 


Her. Before—l 11 follow ow! 22 


SCENE. IV. Collatia. 


Locxzria, Lavin. 


Low Not on all points I find can I agree 


E'en with my honour'd Miſtreſs, with Lucretia. 

Lucr. What is the difference, ſay ? In thy opinion 
How long is it, Lavinia, ſince my lord | 
Hath changed his peaceful manſion, for _ camp 
ASERBNG foes oor? pale” 

Lav. | In my more eater, 
Tis ſome ten days; for time, or I'm-deceived, 
Runs as it ſhould with me, a oy be 
Perhaps ten years. 5 

Lucr. And what fond nals che kink ſo? 

Lav. Nay, I have heard, and fix d it in my memory 
Twas from a female fage—1 think my grandam— 
That ſhe, when ſhe was young, in days of yore, 
And parted from her newly-married huſband, 
Found the whole method of time's progreſs chang'd. 
Inſtead of wings behind, poſting in haſte, 
And flitting by fo quick, you could not ſeize him 
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By his lank lock, a gouty, hobbling wretch, 
That noting of the pain he took in walking, 
Gave ſympathetic pangs.— She was a ſhrewd one, 
And had, if I'd believe her, in her ſpring 
Felt all the power of love. Oh; the could talk 
E'en then of purling ſtreams, and cooing doves, 
And of the armsclaſp'd thus, and brow bent thus, 
Of aking hearts, and ſuch a deal of ſtuff, 
That had I not e en from my tender years 
Been guarded well by the ſuperior powers, 
I ſhould have ſought me out a ſwain and married, 
And now perhaps been OY for the abſence 
Of my true turtle 
6 So thy heart ne er knew 
What twas to love? 
Lav. | No, I thank 5 Veſta, 
Never; I've caſt indeed ſometimes the eyes 
Of approbation on a proper man, | 
But never ſent deep glances ; off they darted 
From him upon another ; O my heart! 
What 'twas to love! Why men are all alike, 
All mothers' ſons. | 
„ Thou haſta ding tonguie, 
But ſtill thy mind is right; thou haſt no meaning 
Affix d to what thou utter'ſt. _ 
Lav. | a None to ſpeak of.— 
All that I mean, is, that if I were married, 
And that my huſband were call d forth to the wars, 


1 ſhould not ſtray through the grove next my houſe, 
D2 Invoke 
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Invoke the penſive ſolitude, and wooe 
The dull and filent melancholy, brood 
Oer my own thoughts alone, or keep myſelf 
Within my houſe mew'd up a priſoner. 
I ſhould purſue the example of my ſex, 
To crouds and mirth repair ; philoſophers 
May love retirement ; women were not form'd 
To ſtand like ſpeechleſs ſtatues in a niche, 
Or feed on their own ſecret contemplations. 
Zucr. Go to; thou know'ſt not what thou ſay ſt, Lavinia, 
Tis for the light of heart, to range abroad, 
Jo brave the general, the licentious eye, 
And mingle with the fickle, trifling crew 
Of merriment, who laugh aloud, if Folly 
Shake but the cap upon her head, or lift 
_ Her finger up- before their face. The praiſe 
Of woman is to play the houſewife well ; 
Ambitious in her huſband's ſight to appear 
Grateful and amiable, not indeed careleſs 
Of others, but preferring him to all, 
And his ſociety ; not cloying either, 
But manifeſted in a way known only 
To nice affection, and diſtinguiſhed by it: 
Tis her's with care to overſee his family, 
And govern with ſure reins of government, 
No eaſy taſk. 
Lav, den bleſs us! What is this? 
If a ſuperior place in life give not 
The power of taſting greater liberty, Fs 
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Of dancing to the honey d notes of gladneſs, 

And walking hand in hand with dainty pleaſure, 

If dames of higheſt rank muſt act the houſe - cat, 

Sit at the hole and watch, or idly purr, 

Singing themſelves aſleep; the peaſant's wife, 

Or dull mechanick's, is as happy, nay 

And happier, as by neceſſity 0 

Tied ever down, ſhe knows ſhe muſt e 

And feels ſhe can't attain what moſt ſhe wiſhes. 
Lucr. And why ſhould I believe ſhe wiſhes more 

Than ſhe poſſeſſes ? Why not think there is 

A jewel call'd content? Why circumſcribe 

The habitation of true happineſs 

Within the narrow, gawdy, idle circle 

Of ſwelling wealth, and air-blown, empty pomp? 

Why think ſhe cannot dwell with humble duty 

Beneath the hut of uncemented ftones | 

Covered with flags, well pleaſed to tend her children, 

Healthy and ſmiling babes, and when her huſband 

Comes from the field, and pacing by his ſide 

Her elder ſturdy boy, ſpring toward the door, 

And give them that ſincerity of welcome 

Which greatneſs never ſaw ? with buſy care 

And ſedulous prepare their evening viands ; 

Liſt to the ſcant adventures of the day, 

What paſſing ſtranger rouſed their faithful dog, 

What tree ſecured them from the ſcatter'd ſhower, 

What diſtant undiſtinguiſh'd noiſe they heard, 

And having drawn in their brief chronicle, - 


22 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, 


* With mutual e joks of race 
| Retire to reſt unbroken? No, Lavinia, 
The true delight, I'm well convinc'd, dwells there 
Wich nature and her offspring ; and if thoſe 
To whom tis given beneath the cedar roof 
High over-arch'd to fit, would reliſh life, 
They muſt as far as poſſible purſue 
| our e een and muſt imitate 
La. 1 a nd 
F much fuſpeRt there are two natures then | 
For ever ſince I was a tiny thing, 
Not higher than this, I warrant, I have thought 
? O nothing all the live-long day, but ſhew, 
| And glitter, and rich toys, and ornaments ; 
And I have gone to bed, and in my fleep 
Have dream'd I had them ; ; then with the great 
| == 3 are 
1 Have waked, and wept full bitterly to find 
That T was diſappointed. I muſt own 
J have no notion of that other nature. 
Give me things quite the contrary, give me 
To enjoy life, like I know who; ſome ladies 
And thoſe of the beſt quality in Rome 
Poſſeſs a pretty comfortable ſhare - | ; 
© Of that ſame nature I eſteem the beſt. 
Lucr: Let others act as they think fit, nor let it 
Be calld in them a fault to pleaſe themſelves, 


In 
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In me à virtue. But 1 thank the gods "* 


Who made me what I am; who gave to me 


A father whoſe indulgent tenderneſs | 

More than ſupplied a mother's loſs, who died 

E'er memory ſet her ſtamp on my heart's tablet; 

Who taught me wealth was droſs, and that the 
Poſſeſs d of conſcious virtue, is more rich 

Than all the ſunleſs hoards which Plutus boaſts. 


Oft would he ſay, O, my beloved daughter, 


The crown of vu 


I've tried (nor yet in vain) to ſet thee right; 

To ope thine eyes againſt the Siren charms 

Of vanity, deluding womankindʒ; 

Act to approve thyſelf to thine own heart; 

Deſpiſe the ideot cuſtom, which breaks down 

The fence which ever ſhould remain ſtrong built 
Between the ſexes : woman's chiefeſt glory 

Is in retirement, and her higheſt pleaſure 

| Reſults from tranquil and domeſtic joys. 

Hear me, Lucretia! ſo ſhalt thou obtain 

oman, a deſerving huſband ; ++ : 

Who not a priſoner to the eye alone, 

A fair complexion, or melodious voice, 

Shall read thee deeper, nor ſhall time which palls 
The rage of paſſion thake his firmer love 
Increaſing by poſſeſſion. —T his (again I thank 
The gracious gods) this huſband too is mine. 


lav. I ſhould be glad to ſee this huſband now: 


\ Theſe eyes are not the ſharpeſt in the world: 
| | Is 
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Is not that he, gay as the morning lark, 
And laughing wich the ſons of Tarquin there? 
His heart is bent on mirth: he thinks not, he, 
(Like other abſent men) of his Lucretia: „ 
He did not hear a ſyllable of the praiſe 
gen tongue juſt now beſtow d. $3453 456 2 
| 1 No more, no more 
m Jon - 
Thou can'ſt not help, letting thy tonguerunidly.— 
Vet ſay een what thou wilt, I'm not offended. 
Zav. Then I will ſay, I don't believe that lady 
Hath truer lord, more fix d in loy alt. 
And how: can he be otherwiſe? Were ! 
In his condition, fickle as T am, N 
And wavering in affection, a true woman, 
Unſchool'd;: untaught by father or by mother, 
Fihould caſt anchor, and forbid my barx 
Ever to leave the port. What ſhall I ſay? 
mere 1 * that now I ex the . 1 
Tuer. hs doubt not of as — 
ee 10 us in, and we will talk together 
| Of the ſtern dangers which attend on war, 
Andi rouſe the paſlion fear. I know not how, 
But there is ſomething grateful to the: ſoul 
Even in terror; tho we dread the event, 
It gives a kind of pleaſure While imagined. 
That my fears ever may be realizet 


In chee, © Collatinus, Heaven forbid! [Excunt 
ACT 
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* r It 
SCENE I. The King's tent. 


- Taxquin, Trirus, ARUNs, SEXTVUS. 


* 


Tar. My glory, and my pride! my three bold ſons! 


Whom I rejoice in more, than in the increaſe 

Of empire and dominion! Where's the king 

Can ſay with me, his children are his ſenators, 

His judges and his generals? While you 

Thie firſt ſupply, I find they were as 1 

Eſteemꝰd them juſtly, mere ſuperfluous branches 
To the common weal, which I with prudent hand 

Have lopp d. For government can't be too ſimple, 

Torn by variety of ranks and orders, 

Action is loſt in fruitleſs canvaſſing, 

Empty harangues, and vain deliberation : 

While vigorous enterprize, amid the jar 

Of bickering parties dares not ſhew'his face. 

No ſecrecy obſerved, the enemy 

Knows well the bent of every expedition 

As ſoon as plann'd, and as the event's forefeen, 

Prepares againſt it warily, and ſtrongly. 

Is this to be a king? Oh, only name 

E Of 
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Of royalty ! in fact a vaſſal ſlave 
Tied down and manacled, condemn'd to act 
Not from himſelf, but as by others tutor'd. 
While ſome bold party ſwallowing up the reſt, 
Seizes the reins of empire, and beſtows 
All offices of truſt. He, flimſy ſhadow, 
Titular monarch, cannot help himſelf : 
But like a wretched fiſher in a boat, 
From which the fails are rent by the rude winds, 
The rudder clove aſunder, and oars loſt, 
Still rides indeed upon the billows' backs 
Born by the flux and reflux of the tides 
At random, till deſpair and famine end 
His miſerable life, or the crazed hulk 
J Admit the briny wave, then both together 
4 | Sink in the deep, and ne er are heard of more: 
Who'd be a king like this? 
1 Sex. Who vould, my biber! 
1H Rather would I betake me to the plough, _ 
{ | And till with utmoſt toil a land ungrateful, 
A barren deſart, where but here and there 
A blade of corn would rife, and my whole harveſt 
Scarce ſerve to keep body and ſoul together, 
Till the next year's return. Such ſervitude 
Were not to be ſuſtain'd, 'twere worſe than death. 
Tar. Still keep theſe ſentiments, my ſon ; they ſhew 
The man, not the poor-ſpirited mean creature 
That generally is call'd ſo, but the man 
5 Born 
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Born to command, to lord it o'er theſe earth. 
worms, 

To ſit in the exalted ſeat of empire, 

And wield the ſceptre; to be placed a god 
Above the reſt, as o'er him reign the gods. 
Had I been guided by the moderate maxims 
Of doating politicians, had I not 

Acted on principles which my ſoul ſtarted, 
And hands dared execute, I ſhould have lived 
Coop'd up within the walls of Rome, and call'd 
Only that petty city, thoſe few acres, 

My ſum of territory : have purſued - 

The canting ſuperſtitions of old Numa; 

Or thought with Ancus, that to build a bridge 
Over the Tiber was a wondrous work; 

Or, like old purblind Servius, have recorded 
Offices, ages, deaths, births, marriages, 

And kept the public regiſter of the ſtate. 

But I reſolved to riſe above controulment, 

To ſeize the glorious ſubſtance of true majeſty, 
To be a king indeed; and men are not 
Ihe reſtive beings ſome have but ſuppoſed: 
They on timidity encroach, but dare not 
Look ſettled reſolution in the face. 

Habit makes even flavery eaſy. Hence 

J turn'd my conquering arms againſt the ſtates 
Around, and made Hetruria pale with fear : 
Now may the proudeſt nation yield to Rome, 


And own her its ſuperior ; hence I'm honour'd, 
E 2 Dreaded 
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Dreaded abroad, and courted ; hence at home 


Tit. 


| Ar. 


Sex. 


Tar. 


The whole Rutilian ſtate of courſe would follow. 


Abſolute lord; and hence ſhall leave my children 


A {table throne, which ſhall continue firm 


To lateſt ages, if not wantonly, 

Or fooliſhly, they deviate from my ſteps. 

May Titus periſh, if he deviate wantonly ! 

And Aruns, if he deviate fooliſhly ! 

And Sextus, if he deviate either way ! 

I know you better each, than to ſuſpe& you ; 
Nor think that my example, or my precepts, 
Have been ſo little view d or weigh'd ſo lightly. 
Keep but you three togethef, in the band 

Of mutual fixedneſs, and you may defy 
Time, and the adverſity of accident, 

Or force of malice. But, my ſons, the reaſon 
Of this our meeting ; this ſtrong city Ardea, 
Like toa mighty mound, dams up the current 
Of qur progreſſion ; were but this our own, 


The queſtion is, how to attain this end ? 

Aſſault we've tried, and wept our hardy veterans 
Slain in the unequal taſk ; their walls are high, 
And in few places only they're aſſailable; 

The inhabitants are numerous, and reſolv d 

To ſell their freedom dear; plenty as yet 

Makes them high - mettled, and they laugh to ſcorn 
Us and our ſtrength. Speak each what you adviſc, 
Whether again to advance our ſealing- ladders, 


And ſtrive with fire and ſword to n admiſſion ; . 
- 08 


Tit. 


Ar. 
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Or whether change our ſiege into blockade, 

And ſtarve them to ſurrender. Titus, ſpeak. 

I ſee no reaſon here for much debate, 

Or many words to fix determination. 
Our ſoldiers with their late ſucceſsleſs toil 
Diſpirited and faint ; their's with the contrary 
Valiant and bold: again, the uncertainty - 

Of being more ſucceſsful than before, 


The probability that we ſhall not; 
The ill conſequences if we make the aſſault 


In vain ; all tempt me to diſſuade from action; 
To gird the city well, harraſs the country, 
Debar them from ſupplies, ſap their high walls, 


Wait till we gain a lucky time for onſet, 


Or deep-laid ſtratagem ; this gives a conqueſt 


Certain, tho ſlow ; and this do I adviſe. 


Think not I ſpeak through contradiction, Titus; 
But I can bring as many arguments, 

As cogent too, and couch them full as briefly, 
Why we ſhould not delay; in every fally _ 


Made ſince that trial, they ve been beat to the gates; 


This hath reſtored the courage of our ſoldiers; 
And ſhame now adds a double ſting to bravery. 


Delay breeds relaxation in our duty. 
The Rutili and their allies may join, 


Hem us between them and the walls of Ardea, 


Or march to Rome itſelf. Delay breeds * 


I do not like delay; it is a word 


I hate ; ; 'tis ominous as the raven's . 
It 


- 
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Dreaded abroad, and courted ; hence at home 
Abſolute lord; and hence ſhall leave my children 
A itable throne, which ſhall continue firm 
To lateſt ages, if not wantonly, 
Or fooliſhly, they deviate from my ſteps. 

Tit. May Titus periſh, if he deviate wantonly ! 

Ar. And Aruns, if he deviate foohſhly ! 

Sex. And Sextus, if he deviate either way ! _ 

Tar. I know you better each, than to ſuſpe& you; 
Nor think that my example, or my precepts, 
Have been ſo little view d or weigh'd ſo lightly. 
Keep but you three togethef, in the band 
Of mutual fixedneſs, and you may defy 
Time, and the adverſity of accident, 

Or force of malice.—But, my ſons, the reaſon 
Of this our meeting ; this ſtrong city Ardea, 
Like to a mighty mound, dams up the current 
Of qur progreſſion ; were but this our own, 

The whole Rutilian ſtate of courſe would follow. 
The queſtion is, how to attain this end? 

Aſſault we've tried, and wept our hardy veterans 
Slain in the unequal taſk ; their walls are high, 
And in few places only they're affailable ; 
The inhabitants are numerous, and refolv'd 

To fell their freedom dear; plenty as yet 
Makes them high-mettled, and they laugh to ſcorn 
Us and our ſtrength, Speak each what you adviſe, 
Whether again to advance our ſealing- ladders, | 
And ſtrive with fire and ſword to gain admiſſion ; 

| Or 
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Or whether change our ſiege into blockade, 
And ſtarve them to ſurrender. Titus, ſpeak. 
I ſee no reaſon here for much debate, 


Or many words to fix determination. 


Our ſoldiers with their late ſucceſsleſs. toil 


Diſpirited and faint ; their's with the contrary 


Valiant and bold: again, the uncertainty - 
Of being more ſucceſsful than before, 


The probability that we ſhall not; 


The ill conſequences if we make the aſſault 


In vain; all tempt me to diſſuade from action; 


To gird the city well, harraſs the country, 

Debar them from ſupplies, ſap their high walls, 
Wait till we gain a lucky time for onſet, 

Or deep-laid ſtratagem; this gives a conqueſt 
Certain, tho ſlow ; and this do I adviſe. 

Think not I ſpeak through contradiction, Titus ; 
But I can bring as many arguments, 

As cogent too, and couch them full as briefly, 
Why we ſhould not delay; in every ſally 


Made ſince that trial, they've been beat to the gates; 


This hath reſtored the courage of our ſoldiers ; 
And ſhame now adds a double ſting to bravery. 
Delay breeds relaxation in our duty. 

The Rutili and their allies may join, 

Hem us between them and the walls of Ardea, 
Or march to Rome itſelf. Delay breeds 4 
I do not like delay ; it is a word 

I ban; tis ominous as the raven's croak 


It 


Sex. 
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It bears with it a cold and death-like ſound. 


Might I but lead the army once again 


To the attack, I'd be myſelf the firſt 
To mount the wall, and anſwer for the event: 
If not, let the events ſpeak for themſelves, 


Or ſpeak you for them who determine otherwiſe. 


Could I by fly impoſture hope to win 

This Ardea, as I did the town of Gabii, 

I would again ſubmit my back to the ſcourge, 
And from my father's cruelty, a ſuppliant, 
Intreat the gull'd inhabitants ; nor wait 

His hint, by cutting down the talleſt poppies 


In the preſence of the meſſenger I ſent him, 
. * To flay their leaders. If this could be done, 
Or any thing like this, Id not adviſe 


Speedy aſſault, or to protract the ſiege, 

In both of which I can eſpy no ſmall 

Degree of danger. Titus well adviſes, 
And fo doth Aruns. A ſmall grain would turn 
The ſcale in either's favour. If our father 
Determine for the aſſault, about it ſpeedily, . 
III climb to the top of the wall as ſoon as Aruns. 


If Titus ſhall be thought to have better counſcll'd, 


I'll watch the turn of every circumſtance ; 
And hard it ſhall be, if ſome dexterons craft 


Suit not with the opportunity which muſt 


Tar, 


In the courſe of things preſent itſelf. 
I wiſh 
That circumſtance may offer: if it doth, 


doubt 


Ar. 


Tar. 
Br. 
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I doubt not of thy ready apprehenſion. _ 
Aruns muſt be o'er-ruled ; he knows my temper 
As little brooks delay as his, but axdour _ 
Muſt yield to the neceſſity of the times. 
Aruns is pleaſed, if every one is pleaſed, 


He yields contentedly, is quite reſign d. 


Enter BRUTVUS. | 


Dinh what would'ſt thou? 


Horatiine and Herminius 


| ; And FR the centurions of the army, 


Came with me to the door of the tent; they aſk 


If tis your pleaſure they ſhould be admitted 


Ta: 


Tor. 


 Horatius and Herminius may approach, 


Do thou diſmiſs the reſt, theſe two ſhall bear 


Our orders. 


Enter HoraTius and H 8 


Say, Horatius and Herminius, 
Whether you either can advance a reaſon 
Of any force, why we ſhould not block up 
This town of Ardea, and by protracting 
The time, render ourſelves more ſure of oonqueſt ? 
With freedom ſpeak. | 
I have but only one. 


Kept from their homes ſo long, the populace 


Already thither caſt a longing eye; 
They had been taught to expect an eaſy prey, 
With ſpeed to be obtain'd; I fear their murmurs— 
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Tur. Say'ſt thou, the murmurs of the populace ! 


Shall I be moved by the many-headed beaſt ? 

No: if thou doſt not know theſe truths already, 
Learn them of me. The groſſer herd of men 
Nature hath mark d for ſervitude, to bear 
The yoke with paſſive neck, and walk in trammels. 
Woe to the king, who gives a tittle up 


To the unſoul'd brutal rabble ! He ſhall find, 


When 'tis too late, and ſorely rue his folly. 

Stop a wild horfe when he hath ſlipp'd his bit, 
Stick clofe your knees, and make him flack his pace 
At your command; guide him with gentle words, 
And'tell him that he ſhould not throw his rides. 


Who talks of liberty, he means COT 


Let the fat ſoil put forth that dangerous weed 
But one poor inch, and you ſhall-ſee it "iſe 


With growth gigantic, till it reach to heaven 
And blur the golden firmament. He knows 


But little of mankind, who thinks by mild 


And gentle uſage to exact obedience. 


What follows? Mean opinion of his "og 


Contempt, then Diſcontent is quickly ſeen 


To ope her muttering mouth, cloſe on whoſe heels 
Tread bold Conſpiracy and rank Rebellion. 

I know them well; fond of variety, 

And novel change; bold where they ſee gn 
Of oppoſition, like the high- ſwoln tide, 
Through every open gap they ruſh amain. 

I know them well, the ſlaviſth animals, 
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Let them but view the ſternly-frowning face 
Of awful majeſty, let but authority e 


Lift high her iron whip, and they will eringe 
And creep before your face like ſpaniel dogs, 
Nor dare to wag a tongue, or move a limb, 

Or even draw their breath, or let the ſtrokes 

Of their quick-palpitating hearts be ſeen. IS 
I know them well; they cannot bear indulgence, 


It breeds corrupted humours in their minds, 


And ſubtile venom, which would blaſt the world 


Like the wing'd e murmurs of the 


populace 
Why let the populace ſtill murmur on; 


Like the vague murmurs of the empty gale, 


They blow at random, and ſoon paſs away: 


Lou cannot trace the wrinkles which they made 


On the ſmooth ocean's face; tis the fierce voice 
Of the ruinating whirlwind which muſt rouſe 


The godhead from his deep abode, and cauſe him 


Ti. 


Tar. 


Diſplay his angry trident. 
Might I ſpeak, 
I would preſume to ſay, Horatius meant not 
Aught derogating from'your power of majeſty ; 
But from his real fears, and his good-will— 

I do not think he did: but let him learn 
Henceforth, if he will needs produce his reaſons, 
To produce better; nor dare tell a lion, 

That he muſt not chace down his prey, becauſe 


A ſwarm of gnats buz in the path he takes. 
. F Ar. 


24 
Ar. 


Tar. 


- Br. 


Tar. 
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There's one, ere Tarquin tells his reſolution, 
Whoſe ſage opinion hath not yet been aſk'd. 
I beg his pardon, and will aſk it ftrait. 

Well, kinſman Lucius, what is thy advice ? 
Shall we with ſpeedy onſet, or delay, 
Subdue theſe Ardeats > _ | 
Humphl humph No, no— 
That ſcheme won't do—T have it here, but cannot 
Expreſs myſelf in preſence quite fo full 

As I could wiſh : but e'er long time is paſs'd, 

I hope to acquaint you with a plan of mine, 
By which the greateſt enemies of Rome 
Shall fink before her; but as yet excuſe, 
If I conceal the principles I go on. 5 


We do, and render thanks for thy good-will : 


And, Lucius, when thy plot is ripe, acquaint us. 


Full many a year have we experience had 


With our reſolves ; tell them, that tho tis flow, 


Of thy ſagacity in admonition, 
And quick diſpatch in buſineſs. Tis determined 
To ſlack the arm of war, and give it reſt, 

The fword be ſtill ; but let pale meagre hunger 
Scowl in their ſtreets, and let the torrid thirſt 


Parch them without remorſe; extremity 
Muſt conquer, and to that theſe haughty Ardeats 


Muſt yield perforce. Be it your's, Horatius, 
ws, to: acquaint the people 


Yet the poſſeſſion of the town is fure. 


Enlarge upon the riches of the place, 
OY Pen Which 
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Which muſt be their's, if patience be but their's, 
Quiet their murmurs, if they will be quieted ; 
If not, our will is fix d, and dread example 
Shall puniſh the ſeditious. 
Hor. Me ſhall do 
As we're commanded. [Exit Tarquin, 
Sex. | Who this evening 
Knows aught of Collatinus ? | 
Hor. We beheld him 
In the camp's fartheſt limits, where the grove 
Of pines deep-ſhading ſkirts its ſouthern ſide, 
Sex. He ſhould be with us at our feaſt to-night, 
Ar. I know his haunts ; his melancholy thoughts ; 
And why he roams alone. He ſhall appear 
At the appointed hour. Exit Aruns, . 
Sex. You'll ſup with us. : 
Hor. Her. We ſhall my Lord. 
Sex. And thou without all doubt, 
Br. I pray excuſe me. May I be excuſed 
This once? 
Fer. Excuſe thee! No ; impoſlible, 
Thou art the life, the foul of company; 
Such wit, ſuch humour, and facetiouſneſs, 
As thou poſſeſſeſt, more eſpecially 
When the briſk flagon hath been circling round, 
And the young god, with laughter in his eye, 
Expands the liberal ſoul ; why I would rather 
Not feaſt for half an age, than want thy company. 
Without thy flighty burſts of merriment, 
7 Wine 
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Wine would de quite inſipid, ad do hens 
* Drag fluggiſhly their heavy heels along. 
Br. Say you ſo? There's my hand, if I don't meet you, 
And be as merry as the beſt of you, 
And rally with as good an air and ſmart, 
And cut my joke, and laugh at it myſelf 
As loud as you, and ſhew the wit in my teeth, 
Call me an aſs, the ſtupid animal _ 
I moſt abhor. 
N His neareſt of kin. Coed | — 
Sex. Come, let us hence; this night our bibws ſhall tiny 
Wich the gay glories of the god of wine; 8 
We ll ſeize the leiſure which this calm ſhall yield, 
And for the foaming bowl, lay by the ſpear and 
If ne er relax d war's ſinews would be faint, 
The bow 1 is uſeleſs which is always bent. 
[ Exeunt omnes, 


SCENE II. Another Part of the Camp. 


AruNs, CIAupius. 


Ar, Where was he when thou ſaw'ſt him, Claudius ? 
Claud. My lord, between the camp, and where our troops 
Poſſeſs the neighbouring heights, where thrown 
3 acroſs 
The haſty brook, a rafter . is fon. 
0 Yerlaig 
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O'erlain with ſod which totters as you paſs ' 


There, where beyond, a path winds up the bank 


Trod only by the cottager, who lived 
Hard by, at morn, and eve, while fortune ſmiled, 
Now exiled by our arms; beneath an oak 


| Whoſe bare top, of its leaves bereaved, and trunk 


Dented with thunder, like a veteran looks, 
Who many a hard campaign hath weather'd out, 


Cover'd with ſcars, yet tho with ſinews run 


And pithleſs limbs now bending o er his ſtaff, 
Still claiming reverence : there lay Collatinus 
In muſing wiſe, a knotted root of the tree 
Upheld him half-reclined, his eyes were fix'd, 


Nor did he ſee me as I quick bruſh'd by; 


When I had paſſed the bridge, I turn d me round, 
And ſaw him ſuddenly ſpring from the earth, 
And dart into the grove, where mid the boughs 
And thickening under-wood I loſt him foon. 


And where haſt thou been ſchool'd ? Where haſt 


thou got 


This tedious dull orolixity: ? this quaint 


Deſcriptive fribbling coxcomb-like minuteneſs ? 


This web ſpun from the vacant. brain? O Jove! 


Laſh me, and laſh me well theſe trite deſcribers ! 

Theſe murderers of clear language and intelligence? 
I aſk d thee where thou mett'ſt with Collatinus ? 

Had'ſt thou but told me in the neighbouring wood 
South of the camp, ſay ſhould I not have found him 
As eaſily as now? Befiges the trouble , 
| Of 
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Of ſeeing in my mind a clumſy painting 

Drawn by a bungling artiſt ? Pr'ythee learn, 

At leaſt when I aſk a plain queſtion of thee, 

To give as plain an anſwer. Gracious powers! 
And is the gift of ſpeech of ſo ſmall value 

That we muſt laviſh it away thus prodigally 

As twere a trifling knick-knack ? Oh, reform, 


Reform—No words; reform, and hold thy tongue, 


Claud. My lord, to pleaſure you in every thing 


Ar. 


Shall fil be my endeayour. 
No, it will not. 


bade thee but this moment lock thy lips; 


Why, but becauſe I liked thy ſilence beſt ? 


But hence; thou know'ſt the horſe we ſaw to-day ; 


Doſt thou not recolle& it? Find me out 


Its owner; underſtand'ſt thou? "Tis the horſe 
Which I ſo much admired ; doſt thou remember? 
The cheſnut with the hyacinthin mane : 

Enquire me out its owner ; ee 

I would poſſeſs that hors; 8 


Claud. My lord, I will [ Zreunt. 


SCENE III. 4 Grove near the Camp, 


CoLlLtartinus alone. 


Whence are thy charms, ambition? I have look d 
With piercing eyes but none can I perceive, - 
Why art thou ſo purſued by human kind? 
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ls it that thou uplift'ſt thy haughty front, i | 

Deſpiſing earth, and all her groveling ſons 

And bidding bold defiance to the gods ? 

Is it that, cruelty thy foſter-mother, 

Thou laugh'ſt at pity, dropping the humane 

And tender briny drop o'er ſacred .nuſfery ? 

Is it that, like a ſtale, thou leaveſt thy lovers, 

And to the firſt new-comer brought by fortune, 

Thy old procureſs, giveſt thy joys? the joys 

Which uneſſential power preſented to thee, 

Begot on lawleſs thirſt of fancied greatneſs ?— 

For what is power, if taught not its due aim 

By wide-diſpenſing goodneſs? What is greatneſs, 

If ſingular it ſtands, felf-vivified, 

Self-taught, ſelf-loving, ſelf. poſſeſſing, all f 

Center d in ſelf, detach d from what gives to it 

Its ſubſtance, its ineſtimable worth, 

And true original intrinſic value, - 

The willing tributary love of thoſe 

Who feel its warm irradiance, and 5 

I ſee no graces in thy towering look, 

In thy unfeeling mind, in thy deceit 

And treacherous air, thy ſceptre ſway'd in vain, 

And grandeur dazzling n curſed 

ſorcereſls ! 

Whoſe birth the furies ſmiled hw they beheld, 

And ſhook their ſnaky locks! Thou bane of peace! 

Of every pure, and every holy tie, 

ConneQing man with man n prayers avail, 
Oh, 
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Oh, hear me, heaven, drive to her native hell 


This harpy peſt, and chain her firmly there, 
That the may ne'er embroil the world again, 


But harmony may reign, and peace, and love, 


And friendſhip's bright, unſullied, maiden Iv 


And every grace and virtue. 
Enter Azvxs. 
Whom nd we ee: 


Say, man of nnclancholy mood, what doſt thou 
Moping alone? Beneath the umbrageous boughs 

Of this deep wood, what ſecret wizard ſpells 
Exertꝰſt thou to enſlave the ſtruggling moon? 

To make the wolves howl, and the ſhepherd-dogs 


Start from their unſound ſleep? To make the trees 
Set free their earth-clench'd roots, the rivers turn 
Back to the ſource, and the old bed-rid earth 


Tremble for fear? Nay, do not think I view thee 


With dreadful apprehenſion. Did thy eyes 
Glance fire, as ſure I think their rays are dim; 


Thy mouth ſpit flames, as ſure it never will; 


Didſt thou lead growling in thy right hand Chain'd 
The infernal triple-headed dog, as now 


I think I only ſpy a pine-branch there, 
Id tell thee with unterrified aſpect 

' Thou art my priſoner. Come along with me. 
Whate er thy occupation, I am bound 

For thy appearance at the feaſt to rol 

; Which Sextus gives. | 


Cat 


F 


Col. 


Ar. 
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Wer Linclined tags, et 
eh my lord muſt be my plea of abſence. 
Tlineſs! and what phyſician's wiſe advice 
Expoſed thee thus to the damp evening air? 


. Hangs not the dew upon the dropping leaves? 


Ca 5 


Ar. 


3 


And doth not Philomela, at the pauſe 
Of every penſive ſtrain, turn back her head 
And wipe the triekling moiſture from her wing ? 
Thou haſt no illneſs but crude fancy's 9 
No em of diſeaſe. 

75 J feel the contrary. 
Thy hand-—tby vid? I feel a Jover's pulſe. 
Were I to beat the buſhes well around - 
Tis ten to one but up the game would ſtart. 
There are three kinds of men, whom I have found 
Moſt notable that way. Firſt your ſhy fellows, 
Who hang the head, and if you ſpeak to them, 


Are bluſhing ripe immediately. Next thoſe 


Who ſhun ſociety, and ſwear that man 
Is a curſt creature whom they cannot live with. 
Thirdly and laſtly, all religious, 

Of all denominations. Theſe three kinds 

Of men, have all hot amorous blood, which tingles 
Through every vein, and will not give them reſt. 


Among the ſecond thou comeſt in point blank, 


A mixture haſt thou of the firſt and third; 


Tho were the gods to ſhake thee, thy 


Might fall from thee for aught I know, as faſt 


As leaves blown from a ſapleſ tree in Autumn. 
G . Gol. 


Wer OECD tg 


Col. 


Ar. 


+ © "Who met him often in à wood like this? 7 N 
Col. What profits my denying or erg 
But ſay, is Aruns likewiſe ignorant 
Of that pure incenſe which the breaſt e 


Which by the gods created firſt, and placed 


4; "Which bids ns look with OY toward the great 


Were Aruns but permitted, ſoon he'd ſtrip me, 


Prophetie entrails, truth-foreſceing birds, 


Flies upward to its native origin? FA 


In humble reverence, we pay homage due 
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Doſt thou then think it hangs fo looſely round me # 
Were it indeed bound with firm erb wer 
And knit with pins of hardeſt adamant, 1 
Whatever of religion I might have, 


And leave me cold and naked as himſelf. 
I own; 1 have no notion of theſe tricks, 
Theſe ceremonial farces, herifices, © 


Chicken who teach by hieroglyphic peaſe, 
And all the holy jugglings, which our prieſts - 
Would fain perſuade us owe their origin 

To the effences divine. Wilt thou deny 
That Numa's nymph Egeria, was a ſtrumpet, 


Offers to heaven; that fine ethereal fire 


In the human boſom, fed by the fair deeds 
Of moral goodnefs, rectitude, and ae 


Hath he no notion of that holy inſtin& 

Ruler 
of keyenend Exe? andof en 3 
Ariſing in the ſoul, when bending low, 
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To the prime power of all? Who call d us forth 


From the abyſs of nothing into being? 
Placed us above the unthinking grazing herd? 
Gave to us reaſon, by whoſe power we ſtand, 
Foremoſt of all his works, lords of this world? 


Who framed the univerſe for us alone, 

And, for our pleaſure ? hung the flaming ſky 

With all its glowing orbs ? Adorn d the earth 

With fruits, with flowers, and herbs of yarious 
ſorts? 


Fill's earth, and air, and ocean's womb 3 
With ſubject creatures, who might yield him 


r 
Or be to him for food ? Haſt thou 1 
Plague on my notions ! Plague upon thy queſtions! 
Think'ſt thou the gods tat (if ſuch 
there be} 

E'er heed ſuch ſneaking abject r e 
As thou and I are? From our praiſe what glory 
Can they obtain? Or from our firſt exiſtence 


What ſatisfaction? Speculative dreamers 


May fancy things like theſe ; but chief your buſy 
Crafty pretenders, who well know to ſoothe 
The ear of ignorance, tell theſe curious tales. 
They hope to profit by them. Each fond fool 
Swallows their canting potion glibly down, 
And looks on them as heaven's own oracles, 
Tis all a jeſt, a may- game, or what's worſe ; 
Whatever knaves may teach, or aſſes eredit, 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 
Eaſe is the pleaſure of th immortal gods, 


And intereſt is the god of mortal men. 


Eaſy it were to prove, how ill they merit | 
The name of deities, who fit inactive 


In ſlothful tate, while chance, that is, while nothing 


Governs the world, and turns heaven's hinges round. 
To prove, that man is from contemptible 


Far, far removed; that there are ſome of real 
And undiſſembled piety, who feel 


What they profeſs, and from theſe feelings teach ; 


* Who in the exerciſe of their devotion, - 


Taſte greater joy than kings have power to give: 
e would for 25 unlock d wealth of the wide 
earth, 


Offend int that fixt monitor within. 


Eaſy it were theſe things to prove to ears 


Of ſober ſenſe, and ſerious meditation. 


Oh, mock me not! I am as ſerious 5 

As father Winter, when the cold north-caft 
Blowing between his ſhoulders through a chink, 
Brooding he ſits, and rakes the embers up, 

In his ill-furniſhed hearth. To prove it, hence 


"Take it, ye winds ! "Tis my religion—hence ! 
Lighten'd of this, now my good friend and 1 
May talk together without quarrelling. 


I know not its advantage, but to make 
Men four, and ſplenetic : I'll ne'er ſpeak more 


Againſt, or for it. Pr'ythee, Collatinus, 


Forgive me, if in too impertinent 


And 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS: 
And bold a ftrain I ſpake in its defence: 
"Twas irony, my friend, ſheer irony, 
I thank thee that thou didſt retaliate ; - - 
I fee the abſurdity, and bid a long 
Adieu to it for ever. Hold thy tongue. 
"Tis gone, tis hence, tis no where, tis a theme 
For prieſts, for ideots: thou haſt cured me quite; 
I have no qualms, not one, away! away! 
Adieu tis well. And now, my Collatinus, 
I pr'ythee tell me, nay without a jeſt, 
In earneſt ſeriouſneſs, what doſt thou here ? 


And what employ'd thy meditations . 9 - 
When firſt I ſaw thee?- 
Col. | Wilt thou tell me, 3 


How I ſhall anſwer thee ? for never yet 
That I remember did I give to then 
An anſwer thou wert pleaſed withal ; if, grave, 
"Twas mighty dull, if gay, 'twas vaſtly lilly ; 
E'en anfwer for me, Aruns, here I am: 
Look round; what ſay the objects which thou ſee'ſt? 
What fay the objects which thou left'ſt behind? 
Ar. The objects which I left behind, are good; 
The objects which I ſee are good; all's good; 
I ſhould not ſpeak at all. A camp, a grove, 
A grove, a camp. Why I may beat my draing 
For ever, e er rouſe up one new idea. 
Thou art indeed a moralizer, thou 
Canſt pick a ſentence out of every ſtone, 
And make the ſpringy graſs on which thou tread'ſt 
1 | 'Thy 
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So that in vain, they'd dart before my ſight 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Thy monitor. Ic ſtupid ; fancy with me 


Is long ſince dead; to each external thing 


I'm as indifferent as if they never 
Fill d up their corner of exiſtence. Bleſſing 


Upon the Powers above] who ſteel d my nerves, 
And blunted every ſentient ſaculty, 


Their flaming thunderbolt. But what of me ? 
I from this time appoint thee my preceptor. 
I have improved already, I'll improve 

Still more, tell me thy meditations. - 
I will, nor do I think, what I  - 


To all mankind. I wiſh with equal truth 
All the whole world could ſay ſo.—I will own n 


I came not to the camp with my good will: 

I have no quarrel 'gainſt the Ardeats, 

They never injured me, nor do I know 

A Roman whom they did: but 'twas my duty, 
I wascommanded, and obeyed ; where danger 


Naged in the fight, I was not backward; thou 
Canſt witneſs for me, mid the foremoſt bands 


- My ſervice is my king's. I own I pitied 
Thoſe againft whom I fought; nor wiſh d to 


conquer 
The brave, the injured. Mid the roar of war 
I long d for peace, and when the fight was over, 
I would have found it in my tent; but there 


To 


Ar. 


Col. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


To ſhort reflection, ſtrait intruded on me 
Shoals of your new- created offices: 
Pert coxcombs, who in words flame in the van, 
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And ſtare each terror of the field in the face; 


Tho when in arms, half-dead, they only know 


Each motion by report: theſe brother ſoldiers 


(For ſuch they ſcruple not to call themſelves) 


Worried my ears to death: I left the camp. 


No wunder: ſuch as theſe diſgrace the name 


Of manhood; oft I've ſeen them pale and wan 


Not dare to liſt an arm againſt the foe, 
Yet talk at ſuch a ſwelling boiſterous rate, 
As they would equal our good anceſtor, 
And ſlay whole hoſts alone. N 
Quite diſcontented with myſelf and them, | 


. hither came. I caſt my eyes around, 


I ſaw the labours of the huſbandman 


Deſtroy d; I ſaw the ſmoaking village 

A thouſand horrid thoughts of miſery |. 
Struck on my mind: I heard a thouſand groans 
Ol fathers, mothers, children.—I could not 
Refrain from tears, I could nat as I live, 


To think that induſtry, and innocence, 

And ſweet content, and genial home-bred joy, 
Should from their native manſions be expell'd, 
And their poſſeſſors ſlam perhaps by the hands 
Of brutal violence; or doom'd to lead 

A liſe not worth the name, the prey of want, 

Of woe, of * 'twas indeed with tears 

I thought 
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Are: 


LUCIUS JUNIU US BRUTUS: 


I thought upon it, and each human . 

Faded before me. 
T was moſt lamentable ; $4 

1. could methinks weep, weep my ſad eyes dry 

At the relation, had I not ſworn ſolemnly, 


When ſome years ſince loſt in the melting mood 


E ' 


-Þ play'd the fool egregiouſly, ne'er more 

To weep at any rate. Theſe are ſweet feelings 3 ; 

I loſe a deal of joy, I know full well, 

By not indulging them-: ſweet dainty feelings. 

What a fine tale haſt thou been telling me, 

Of troubleſome companions, diſmal fights, 

And ſoft compaſſion melting into tears | 

Think'ſt thou I can't es DO all theſe 
pPretences? 'L 

Once; but not lately, once, h 5 a or, 

I felt I know not what of odd emotions; 

The peeviſh , amorous, whining, doating god 

Had with his arrow pierced my liver through. 


When abſent from my love; but not my wife ; 


I figh'd, and groan d, and ſhook my penſive head, 
And ſought out deſert rocks, and nodding-pines, 
And murmuring fireams to foothe” * * 


ſoul. 


W And if a friend by lee ld Wide cr, 
"And afk d what ail d me, Ail me, gravely faid I, 
I'm pitying the vices of the world, ö; 


And thinking of its follies; though myſelf 


Was then a child of folly, and as true a one 


As 


Col. 
Ar. 
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As any ſhe e er bore; a woman's fool. — 
But do not weep again : when theſe ſame wars, 
Theſe curſed wars, are over, it ſhall ſee 
It's own true love again. 
Now may I die 

No falſe profeſſions, good my friend; die fay'ſtthou ! 
No, live; live whilſt thou may'ſt ;—we ſtand upon 
A hanging bank faſt crumbling in the ſtream 
Of headlong time ; if ſwoll'n by rains, or vex'd 
By raging winds, perhaps an hour, a moment, 
Sweeps us away; and ſhall we aid, ourſelves, 
Each fatal accident ? Heap up a load 
Upon our ſhoulders, doubling our own weight, 
And plunging in the waves before our day ?— 
Likeſt thou the metaphor ? Come then with me; 
And we'll to-nightlaugh off theſe clogging weights ; 
So that at leaſt we will inſure ourſelves ' 
Some twelve hours longer ; hence with diſcontent ; 
Why ſhould we purſe our brows up, when the hand 
Of youth, would keep them ſmooth? Come we're 

'- "Ex p6Etod ; 
Sextus will be obeyed ; go thou my friend 


Without compulſion. 


I will follow ſtrait, 

Go thou before. 
No, thou ſhalt with me go. 

If once the fowler caſt aſide his eyes, 
The ſtricken bird he thought a deſtined prize, 
Hides in the ſedge; he looks around in vain, 
The ſhy eluder ne ler ſhall he obtain. [ Exeunt, 

I Eo 


&.@ T1; 
SCENE I. The Tent of Sextus. 
SexTvs, Tirus, An BrxuTus, COLLATINUS, 
HoraTivs, HxRuINIUs, 


And others, as drinking after the Banquet. 


Bau rus, pretending Drunkenne/s. 


iF lay it was not right, it was not right, [ To Her. 


And had you been in Greece you'd have learn'd 
otherwiſe ; 

Contrary to all the rules of ane Why, look ye, 

Sir What's your name ?—You * no more 
of the matter | 

Than a crack'd egg.—A general indeed! 

What ſignify numbers ?—Superiority ! 

I fay ſuperiority is a word | 

I have no complaiſance for ;—No, Sir, none ;— 

And I would beat the Rutili, though their armies 

Were full of ſuperiorities. 

Ar. | He would, indeed, 

You "TP no chance, Herminius, if you talk 

With Brutus on the art of War. 


Br, 


n 
e 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 
I think ſo; 
I think fo truly ; let my head alone 
For the art of war; I have a brain, I have; 
Look ye —the art of war —is a fine art: 
You muſt not talk with me, indeed you muſt not: 
No, no.— Hard, grating taſk ! But tis 
the end, the end. * 
Lie ſtill each ſpark of reaſon, deep obſcured . 
Beneath diſſimulation's cloſe- drawn veil. 
Her. I humbly afk your wiſdom's pardon, Brutus ; - 
I did not mean offence ; and know in argument 
I ſhould come off with you at fecond beſt, 
Br. I do believe it, indeed—the art of war 
You talk of the art of war 
| No more, no more ; 
Come, fill your glaſſes round till they o'erflow ; 
Here's to the art of war, and noble Brutus ! 
All. Here's to the art of war, and noble Bratus! 
Sex, Would I'd a crown of laurel here to bind 
Around the brow of Brutus, green as that 
| Which ſhades Apollo's ever-youthful front, 
Ne'er ſear d by the blaſting light ning, or burnt up 
By the ſun's ſcorching ray !—But I have none; 
What honours ſhall we give to noble Brutus ? 
Tit. Reſign thy ſeat ; create him arbiter ; 
And bend before him. 
Br. Ves, I'll be arbiter; 
What! we've more virtue's friends than one or 
tWO:— 


Ha Bacchus 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, 


Bacchus himſelf is but a fool to me: 

I will cry 16 longer than he ſhall. — 

I'll teach you how to drink. Come, never flinch i it. 
Here's to the cultivation now of ethics, 

Ethos, our Mos, it is of Greek extraction. 

Aye, and I'd have you all to know it too, 

I am a ſcholar, that I am and learning, 

I ſuck'd it with my milk. 

O miſerable, and degraded type [ A/ede. 
Of man! unhandy and half-finiſh'd work | 
Of nature! Is this a thing to laugh at? No. 


I could not laugh, tho ſmiles were plenty with me 


As the hairs upon my head. 

Come, my good Brute Why fit we ſtill? Our lips 
Are thirſty, and with earneſtneſs deſire 

The beverage of the god; put round, put round. 


We will ſo, when we pleaſe. Brute ſay you! Brute! | 


Are we not arbiter? Are we not royal? 
King of the feaſt — Brute! Brute, Sir, in your teeth. 
What! Brute indeed! 
_ Moſt noble arbiter! 
Moſt royal king of the feaſt} if it pleaſe your 
_ ._ greatneſs, 

The dignity, and height 75 your Ds excellency ! 
Moſt worthy and renowned! abſolute Sir! 
We're mollified; and bear not callous ears. 
Come then, here's to the faireſt HIER. in Italy; $3 
And ſhe s in Rome. 

; 4r. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 53 


Ar, Here's to the faireſt nymph in Italy; + 
And ſhe is not in Rome. 
Sex. Where is ſhe then? 
Ar. Aſk Collatinus; and he'll name Collai. 


Sex. His wife? 
Ar. 15 2" 
Tit. Is it ſo, Collatinus? 


Well, 'tis praiſe-worthy in this vicious age 
To ſee a young man true to his own ſpouſe.— 
Oh! tis a vicious age. When I behold 
One who is bold enough to ſteer againſt 
The wind and tide of cuſtom, I behold him 
With veneration ; 'tis a vicious age. 
Her. to Hor. Fru things are ſaid in jeſt; I like not this. 
1 . 
Br. Our youths are e warm. To my feign d 
part [ Afede, 
Pretended ſleep ſhall give ſome little pauſe, 
Col. Princes, I aſk you not to ſtay 
Your mirth, though I'm the ſubject; if to love 
My wife's ridiculous, I'll join the laugh; 
Though haply I ſhall not laugh at myſelf. 
Ar. The conſcious wood was witneſs to his ſighs, 
The conſcious Dryads wiped their watery eyes, 
For they beheld the wight forlorn to-day, 
And ſo did I but I ſhall not betray.— 
Here now he is however, thanks to me; 
That is, his ſemblance, for his ſoul dwells hence. 
5 99 75 Spy How 


$4 


Col. 


Sex. 


He; And ſo will I, for whereſoe er 1 ſteer, 
Did the god Hymen come to thee? How dreſs'd, 


A fault in thy beloved, but haſt ſince 


Diſcovered faults enow : what pity 'twas 
He had not likewiſe in his other hand 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


How was it when you'parted? She;—My love 
Fear not, good ſooth II very-conftant prove. — 


Tis but this mortal clay, my ſoul is here. 
And pr'ythee, Collatinus, in what trim 


And how equipp'd? I fear me much he left 
His torch behind, fo that thou could'ſt not ſee 


Judg'd by the touch atone; or was the blaze 
So burmng bright, that thy bedazzled eyes | 
Have fince refuſed their office ? 
1 And doth Sextus 


Judge by his own experience then of others? 
To him, I make no doubt, hath Hymen's torch 


A mirror brought, wherein to have read himſelf. 
"Tis well; I like thee now: and this I anſwer ; 


And much we ſhall not bofs by the interchange. 
In ſober ſadneſs, this my own experience 

Hath taught me; this is my opinion, 

Of which I would not give a tittle up, 

Though ftrait-laced Pallas ſhould appear in perſon, 
That women are moſt dear, delicious, 

Inconſtant creatures, artful, amorous, 

Fruitful in ſchemes to pleaſe their changeful fancies, 


And fruitful in reſources when diſcovered. 
Before 


Col, 


With triumphs over thoſe they dare attack, 


LUCIUS: JUNIUS; BRUTUS, — 63 


Before aſſurance, and a tongue well-hinged, 


They fall by thouſands; a {trait back, a leg 
Well: turn d, and nimble, cutting quick vaults well, 
A lively eye, yet in their preſence bending 
As if o er- awed ; theſe, with the aforeſaid graces, 
Will madden them by millions; from the girl 
Who feeds on chalk, to the grave married matron 
Who is ſo chaſte, forſooth, ſhe wipes her mouth 
After her huſband, leſt the breath of man, 

If ſettling there too long, ſhould taint her virtue, 
I uſe them as they are; their native paſſion, 

I know, is love of novelty ; however, 


Others more ſubaltern, as love of riches, 


Grandeur, and ſhew, may ſeem to over-ſway it; 


Hence, tho they ſwear they love me wonderous 


„ 
After ſome little time, I know the gentle 
And pretty creatures heed not the ſtri& truth: 
I know it is not for myſelf they love me; 
So delicacy bids me rove again ; 
I pleaſe their darling paſſion, and am bleſs'd, 
This is the common cant; the ſtale, groſs, idle, 
Unmeaning jargon of all thoſe who, conſcious 
Of their own httleneſs of ſoul, avoid 
With timid eye the face of modeſt virtue, 
All thoſe who to the name of womanhood 
Join dignity of ſoul, and innocence. 
Unſtain d by inward baſe deſire ; who fluſh'd 
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I meant theſe extraordinary beauties ; 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


> Phe wel; or forward; hoſt whai links of feature 


Proclaim there's no reſiſtance to be made, 
Or thoſe who ſpring obtruſive forth, and meet 
Half-way the doughty champions ; ſtrait declare, 


(And fain would make their ſhallow notions 


current ) 
That woman-kind are all alike, all arrant 


And willing daughters of the game, and hoot 


At virtue, whereſoever ſhe paſſes by them. 

J have ſeen ſparks like theſe, and I have ſeen” 

A little worthleſs village cur all night 

Bay with inceſſant noife the filver moon, 

While ſhe ſerene, throned in her pearled car 
Sail'd in full ſtate along. But Sextus' judgment 
Owns not his words, and the nue glances 
On others, not on him. 

Let it glance where and upon whom it wil, 
Sextus is mighty careleſs of the matter. 

When to the moon we ſtray for ſimiles, 

"Tis to be fear d, our wit is lunatic. 

However, my intent went with my words. 

Now hear what I have ſeen: I've ſeen ſome fathers 


Who have with care kept up their daughters houſed, 


For no deformity of mind or perſon; 
No, not in the leaſt; tho wherefore otherwiſe 


They chain them thus, heaven knows: : I have 


ſeen men 
Who have theſe monſters I; et me, 


Vou ng 


LET, 


Col. 


Ar. 


Ti, 


LUCIUS JUNIUS, BRUTUS. 57 
Young men indeed, and novices that way, 
And they at ſuch a rate have doated on them 
Sextus, no more, leſt I forget myſelf, 

And thee. I tell thee, prince 


I tell you both Great king of gods and men 
Why mult we tongue: tied fit, and mute, attending 


To brawls like theſe ? Are theſe fit offerings 


For Bacchus' ſhrine? He, peaceful god, delights 
In other gifts; a plague upon you both! 

If ye muſt needs rail thus, ftay till to-morrow, 
And to it faſting;-—Collatinus, think not 

I diſcommend thy warmth, it is becoming. 


Indeed I rate it high in eſtimation ;- 
Fidelity in love is a rare quality, 


And merits praiſe: but how much rarer is it, 
And more deſerving praiſe in married life? 
Hold, Sextus, hold for ſhame. - 

Why, pray, good Sir, may I not praiſe the wife 
Of this ſame teſty froward gentleman ? 


Her ſhape ſlender and delicate? her face 


| Breathing the air of beauty? her ſweet eyes, 


Their fire mellowly temper d? (though I never 
Beheld her in my life) yet why might not 


My tongue, prompted by pregnant fancy, form her 
A type of excellent perfection? 


And from her perſon turning, (as I ſhould, 
Had I not been withheld by interruption) 


Have on her many virtues deſcanted, 
But on his cheek offence muſt quivering ſit, 


1 And 


* 


' LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS 
And drean'd-of inſult, the abortive child | 


Diſcerns not jſt rom veal . 

And would Sextus 
Perſiade me, that I uns indeed fo weak, 
As that my brain confuſed, blends oppoſite 
And ſundry kinds of phantafies together, 


* 


Paſſing by all diſtinction? that I read 
The acts and words of others, always contrary 
To their intent? E'en think fo, there's no harm 
in it; 

CP. 
Let Aruns uſe me for his mirth and laughter, 
And Titus deck me with ironic praiſe ; L 
. 
Nor ſhall my ſelf. importance undeceive you. 


But when you touch a nearer, dearer ſubject, 


Ar. 


Ny Nays y he doubly periſh, 
Who cu $0 Bit; cnd har whth rcaking coolneſs 
Thott etal oc hikes of = Sighs | i 


Caſt on the woman whom he loves! though 3 


Your praiſe and blame are equally 

| alike, 
Nor really add the leaſt, or take away 
From her a hundredth minim of a grain 


To the holy gods, or from their ſtate diminiſh. 
If that a man might dare to ope his lips 
When Collatinus frowns, he, I preſume, 


8 cenſure of prophaneneſs, | 
Or 


Tit. 


The qualities belonging to . own. 

I grant you that Lucretia is divine, 

J don't deny her apotheoſis: 

Yet will I fay my wife is not amiſs, 

That is, taken as a woman; your divinites 
Need not regard the duties of the houſe, © 

Their minds are too ſublime ; tis theirs to range 
In queſt of pleaſure : pleaſure is divine, 

And mortals muſt not think to graſp at it : 

Yet as a woman, could my eyes but reach 

As far as Rome, I make no doubt they'd Tee 

My wite tar otherwiſe employ'd, and better, 

Far better, as a woman, than the deitx 
Reſiding at Collatia. | 

And mine beyond them both employ; more 
careful, 


| More houſe-wife like. 


Well timed; Tilſcize th occaſion; 
View this Lucretia e er I ſleep, and fatisfy 
My ſenſes whether bruiting Fame ſays true. ¶ Aſide, 
I'll ſtake my life, and let us mount our horſes, 
That we ſhall find thy wife, and his, and his, 
Making the moſt of this their liberty. 
What! tis the ſex: enjoying to the full 


The ſwing of licence which their buſbands'abſence 


RR I'll Rake my life that this is. true, 


12 And 


1 
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And that my own (ill as I may deſerve it) 
Knows her ſtate beſt, keeps beſt within the bounds 
Her ſituation claims; that ſhe is with her family, 
While your's are feaſting at their neighbours' 
houſes, 24-0 | | 
Or rioting at home.—Say, Collatinus? 
Had I two lives I'd ſtake them on the on 
Nor fear to live both out. 
| Let us away then. 
With all n oak | 
What would you pray ? 
You ty 
LY — | 
What he hath ſaid ; but we'll proceed to trial ; 
Thou goeſt with us, by Jupiter. 
Is it right, 
Think you, had we a cauſe more urgent, thus 


To leave the camp? Should Tarquin hear of it— 


Oh, heed not Tarquin: peace ſubmiſſion — peace. 
We'll wing our horſes; well we may get there, 
And back again, e er the ſhrill-ſounding bird 
Pipe to the morning ſtar. Vet weed 

Once let the flagon circle to our 1 wives : 


What ſays our arbiter ? 


Brutus, ftarting out of his feigned ſleep. 
Wives ! aye, aye, yes, yes, wives ! there's mine 
A * when time was ; aye, and virtuous, 

Chaſte 
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Chaſte as the lily, aye, and prudent too, 
And a good houſewife ; ſour a little or ſo ; 


Tart, tart and humourſome. Sextus Tarquin, 


Sex. 


Fair an ing cheeks, —_ modeſt-looking eyes, 


Sextus, 
Thou old king's youngeſt ſon, ſay, am I drunk; 


I am not drunk, by Saturn: thou art Aruns; 


No, thou art Sextus; ah, I love thee, Sextus; 
I will be heard: what doſt thou laugh at, villain ? 

[ To Claudius, who a 
I'm arbiter I fay ; I'm arbiter ; 
And to be langh'd at! Why Herminius, 
* at! why how, what, Oh— 

[ Pretends to ſleen again. 

What my unconquerable Brute, again 
Deceas'd !—-Come, let us haſte to horſe : 
J long to ſee this phœnix of her ſex, 
This earthly deity, this divine mortal, 
Who hath alone poſſeſſion ta'en'of heaven, 
And keeps out all the reſt of women: a plague! 
Tis rather hard on them: rather in her 


| Shews not an over-burthen of good-nature, 


To hoard up all perfection in herſelf. 
Her qualities dealt forth among the reſt, 


Would make them oreads, dryads, nocontemptible 


Objects of worſhip—Collatinus—grave ? 


| Nay, ſmile; thou'rt not the firſt, that hath miſtaken 


A cloud for a ſubſtance ; women have fine outſides, 


And 


be” og 4 eo 3 ; 73 rH = 
3 7 Ros FE 88 3 n N 
27 . 2 — 

2 Sy SE — 

bl N 


- a 

— —_ 
_ . 
Od PO 


And tongues more ſoft—aye, and hearts, feeling 
My Collatinus ; and in 
Be gay. 

I am not fad. 
Sex. But fearful for th' event. 
Col. Not in the leaſt. 

Sex. Al 
Col 5 | Not a whit, 
You do not know Lucretia. 
3 But we ſhall. 

Come, without more delay. Do you 
Horatius and Herminius ? 
Hor. _ ln the camp 
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Order d on duty by the King your father. 
| Our preſence now is doubly needful. 
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: Shall we take him with us ? 233 

or... 333 On, by all means: 
His ſhallow brain is ſoon o erflowed with wine, 

And ſoon the quick tide ebbs, and leaves him dry. 

Well to thy tent, Aruns; let him remain: 
We'll ſend for him before we mount our horſes. 
Tho he's ſo poor a brute, yet ſome how cuſtom 
Makes neceſſary vile ſociety. „„ 
Come, will you hence Exeunt. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 
BRUrus alone. 


Poor, poor indeed ; for no one is my friend, 
And I am friend to none: but I ſay falſe, 
For I'm a friend to all mankind but tyrants. 
Yet have I never known the dear affinity 
Which ſprings from mutual truſt, when the full 
heart 

Bounds to meet heart ; ne'er felt the double joy 
Caught from communication; and fierce grief 
Hath in my breaſt emptied his ſtore of arrows : 
Nor have I dared ſeek out one kind phyſician 
To pour his lenient balm. Pitied by ſome; 
Laugh'd at by moſt ; by my own wife deſpiſed 
Who for convenience wedded, as did I 
For fake of offspring. Would to heaven I had not ! 
For I have been no father to my ſons; 
I could be none; their minds unſchool d, nay worſe, 
Corrupt ; which they, I fear, and I ſhall rue; 
And let us rue it; friendſhip I give up, 
And tear each private tie from my fix d heart; 
Happy beyond all 
Of ſmall contracted life, could I achieve 
That purpoſe.—Could achieve !—aye, that is it— 
Why can I not achieve it? Oh, that gnaws! 
I feel it deeply here. The tyrant lives, 
A politic tyrant ; curſe on his policy ! 
Forever hath he kept the ſtate in motion, 
given a reſting-place on which to ſet 
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A foot againſt him. War eternally 
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Abroad, or works of ſlavery at home, 

Buſy the youth of Rome: theſe laſt, I know, 
Ill ſuit their free-born minds; and diſcontent 
Sat lowering in their looks when they left Rome. 


The hopes of plunder only drew them thence, 


And chat forced ardour cool'd by this delay, 


Br. 
© Theſe madmen now the ſlip: and when. they're 


They murmur in their hearts, and curſe the power 
And wild ambition nn hath eee them 
hither. 


Enter Claupius. 


The Dorfes are e the princes wait, 


And bid thee haſte. 
Br. 


I ſhall attend them—go.. | 
| Exit Claudius. 


This bears a Ber. Hold Let me ſee. To give 


_ 
Ruſh in the midſt of the camp, put on a myſell, 


And with the impetuous language of the foul 


Rouſe up the enthuſiaſt flame. — 
The ſoldiers, without doubt, will ſee the 3 


With wonder, and amaze: and to poſſeſs them, 


Some god had wrought the miracle, would be 
An holy lie, which they perhaps would ſwallow : 
And ſo their paſſions might be work d to a pitch 
Even of deſperation, which would prove 


Fatal to the arch-tyrant. But theſe paſſions - 
F Will 
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Will ſoon ſubſide: and, fond of novelty, © 
They'll from the ſon expect a milder reign; 
And by fair words, and ſilver promiſes, * 

Again be bubbled, and repent too late. 

And what becomes of me? I die, nought done; 
Or ſkulk away my life in baniſhment, . 

For ever prey'd on by remorſe, not chear'd 

By one faint gleam of what hath long ſuſtain'd me, 
Hope, and which till forſakes me not. Beſides 
His ſons may have poſſeſſion of the city: 

And there are hoſtages, the wives, the children 
Of all the ſoldiery ; ſure, certain pledges 

Of their fidelity: Of this no more. — 

As J am known to none for what I am, 


I0o me all men are open, and diſcover 


Their inmoſt thoughts; tho not in words expreſs, 
Yet in the ſpeaking motions of their eyes 
And lines of face, in which my mind, unſeen 
As the airy miniſters, reads thoſe of others. 
Valerius is the ſoul of honeſty, - 
Brave, generous, hating arbitrary ſway ; 

So is Lucretius, ſo are the prime of the army: 
Horatius and Herminius; ſay to theſe _ 

I ſhould unfold myſelf ? I will. To night, 
When I reach Rome, I'll ſeek out the two firſt ; 

And if I find, on trial, they are apt, 

Willlay ſome ſhare of the load on them, which I 
Have borne ſo long alone; I think together, 
E'er leaden time ſhall creep on many a day, 
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LUCIUS JUNTUS BRUTUS. 
We may contrive ſome glorious means to free 


Our bleeding country from the ſavage gripe 


Of lawleſs power, heal all her feſtering wounds, 
eee e pere 8 
22 8 ü 1 Exit. 


SCENE It Kone. 


Luca krius, to a Servant. 4 


If any meſſenger come from the camp, 
Or with particular and urgent buſineſs, 


You'll find me with Valerius: otherwiſe, 
To whomfoe'er enquires, give for an anſwer 
That T am gone abroad veg not . 


Serv. 1 ſhall, my lord. 
Luc. This night, in undifturb'd fociety ciety, 3 


Leads toward a fancied good, deluded youth, 


IN commune with Valerius. What a man! 
In whom I doubt which moſt to admire, os ſtrict 


Severity of manners he poſſeſſes, 
And unaffected virtue, dads wet: 


Become the days of yore, cer Saturn left 


Thefe our Heſperian fields, and the juſt maid 
Songht the ſupernal manſions; or the unfeign d 
And pious love he bears his bleeding country; 


Or the ſincere, ſtrong· beaming warmth of friendſhip. 


Friendſhip! Oh, truly glorious name! not that, 
Giddy and thoughtleſs, which inſtinctive 7 
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By health begotten, and quick flow of ſpirits, 

Oft fading from the moment it is born: 
Not that which courtiers deal in, and the . 
Profeſſes to his mate, which laſts no | 
Than ſhines the ſun of fortune; but which, proved 
By true experiment, and frequent uſe, 

Is found a ſettled principle, a tie 

Strengthened by habit ; what is fair and honeſt 
Link'd to what's fair and honeſt; ſure the man 
Who knows not this is wretched; he who knows it, 


Can ne'er be totally unhappy. . Exit. 


Enter Bxurus, to the Servant, 


HBelong'ſt thou to Luecretius? 
Serv. + i | Yes. 


Tell him, unleſs buſineſs of Left ag 
Employs his time, I fain would ſpeak with him. 

Serv. He that would ſpeak with him at preſent, wants 
What he is not fo likely to obtain, 

Br. Why not ? ? If he's at home 

Serv. Bringſt thou a meſfage? 
Comeſt thou from Tarquin ? 

Br. | do: 

vero, Pn Then I know not 
Where thou canſt find him. 

„ FEES But he muſt be found ; 
Matters of moment have I to impart, 


And what concern him nearly. 
K 2 Serv. 
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I believe it. 


F 8 


| Whenhe returns 1U— Re 

Br. Pr'ythee, honeſt friend— 
[age e 

Serv. Oh, mighty well ; good night. 3 


| BzvTus alone. 


Thus W ; and thus . chemes 
Are blaſted in the bud; we travel on 
The road of life; we caſt our fight far end; 
We think we ſpy the goal, our eyes are fix d, 
And fancy gives us earneſt of poſſeſſion: 
Meanwhile ten thouſand, thouſand accidents, 
Each as minute, and imperceptible, 8 
As the fine floating threads of Midſummer, 
Obliquely croſs us; ſmall, yet ſtrong as fate. 
Our progreſs is denied; the nerves of action 
Are firmly fetter d; as with idle toil | 
We ſtrive to extricate ourſelves, dark night ſtealson, 
We fall, and haply never riſe again, 
Ne er ſee the ruddy face of morn : or loſt 
In fogs and miſts rove darkling, till arrived 
At where we firſt ſet out, we ſtrive again, 
Again are baffled by the ſturdy trifles, 
And fink at laſt fatigued, and quite o'ercome, 
Into the arms of death. Sorrowful thought ! 
But yet in ſtrictneſs true. Come life, come death, 
He hath not lived in vain, who ſo hath lived 
To ſatisfy himſelf. Poor argument! 


In 
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In reaſon good, in practice weak. For me, 


I am not ſatisfied, nor will be ſatisfied, | 

Mifling the mark. —Words A Deeds 
ſpeak the man. 

And there I fail. But ceaſe; can human power 

Command occafion ? Wreſt the ſcepter'd ſway 


Of mortal things from the ſtrong rule of heaven ? 
And to its will bend the reluQtant ſtep 


Of coy contingency ? All- potent beings ! 


Into your hands do I reſign myſelf. 

If Rome muſt ſink, if I muſt live in vain, 

And die as I have lived, I will not murmur ; 

I'm nothing; you are wiſe, and juſt, and good. — 
Yet why not ſeek Valerius ? Heaven, and earth! 


It is too late; here come the rioters; 
I can't eſcape them; yet a time may be 
Yet, hence deſpair ; ſtill thou and I are twain. 


Enter Skxrus, Titus, CoLLATINUs, ARuNSs. 


Ar. 


1 


Sex. 


Are there not feaſts and revels at Collatia ? 


May they all ſink, the victims of deſpair! 
And may each plague of human life be mine, 
When T again preſume to promiſe * 
9 a woman's head. | 

| We're trapp'd indeed, 
And Collatinus 1. away the bell. 
I do not think ſo. If the women here 
Love muſic, there is muſic at Collatia. 
What, if they love feaſting and revelry, 


Ar. 


% LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS: 


Ar. But ſuch a hubbub, ſuch a monſtrous din, 
So wild aroar, I never heard before. 
I could have ſworn, the frantic bacchanals 
Were come from Thrace. The ſhrieks of the 
When loudeſt, were not heard ſo far away 
As this ſhrill mirth. I fear'd to paſs the threſhold, 
And trembled for my head ; yet it was welt 
| That they were all together; for it faved 
Qur precious time. Yet triumph not, my friend ; 
Or rather triumph now, for now thou EV, 
Creſt-fallen ſhalt thou be anon. 
Col. For me | 
To triumph were abſurd ; more ſober joy, 
Believe me, ſhall be mine. As for my creſt, 
I truſt, a ſingle fibre of the plume 
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q Shall not be ſoil'd to-night. 

| Sex. We'll try that ſoon. 

| Whom have we here ? Hah, 'tis our fugitive— 

| What made thee leave us? What's by buſineſs 


Br, My 33 I 1 no „ 
At yonder corner of the ſtreet I miſs d you, 
And ——_—_ * turn d this way. 
Sex. My witty Brute, 
Give thee a oolfibility of wrong, | 
And thou wilt ne'er go right. | 
Br. I could not help it, 'twas no fault of mine; 
| I came this way, and e chat I was right, 
| | The 
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Ser. 
But not at preſent; ſome weeks hence or months 


Sex. 


Tit. 
Ar. 


| This fancied maſterſhip. 
Speak after at your leiſure. 
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Tho baulk d by fortune, I could not attain 


The ſought- for end. But will you turn again 


Down to my houſe? Shall we not ſee my wife? 
Thy wife! without a doubt we'll ſee thy wife: 


Will ſerve the turn: and in the interim 


Take heed thou giveſt her warning of our purpoſe, 


That ſhe may be at home, Now to our horſes. 
Come, hurry, it grows late; I'm all impatience 
To place his haughtineſs on an equality 

With thoſe he ſeems to mock : a little hour 
Will turn the laugh, when he may dear repent 


. 


Proceed, and try, 


So preſuming! 


So ſure 


Vain elt. * | 
II hw no more; haſte, haſte! vc before, 
And lead the way! The alertneſs of our Thief, 
Meta, Should endanteg, 31 | 
"Certainly. 
Itdoth; it gives us wings; ita e 
Dag 
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SCENE III.  Collatia.._ 


Luckxria, at work _ her mares. . 


Lic *1 dank tha for th U, Lavinia, W 


Though little heeded ; it would raiſe my mirth 
Sometimes; tho now 1 could not but retreat, 
To that which Clelia had before related. 
And didſt thou know the youth my Clelia? 
Full well I knew him; twas my ſiſter's ſon. 


Oft e er he died, for he was long a dying, 


I went to ſee him; oftimes he ran oer 

Each circumſtance of his unhappy love, 

And the cold ſcorn which prey d upon his heart. 
And when his cheeks were wan, and his fair eyes, 
Which once the livelieſt that e er glanced the lame 
Of ardent faithful paſſion, were grown dim, 
And ſcarce to be perceiv'd; when hisſtrength fail'd, 
And in a low weak tone he call'd me to him, 


Entreated me, if ever I eſteem'd him, 
To keep the ſecret from the cruel maid, ; 


Nor offer his departed ſoul a violence, 


By giving pain to her; then, with a feeble 
And trembling motion, preſs'd my hand to his 


boſom, 


wait dot dud awed cs he. 


Lucr. And what became of her? I think thou ſaid'ſt, 


She with remorſe was ſeiz d; and at the hour 
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Of midnight, ſtarting from her bed, ſought out 
Tbe aun where he was buried. 
Cle. | I There ſhe died. 
I think, that with the aſſiſtance of Camilla, 
J can make out a dittie, which was framed 
On that occaſion; but tis melancholy, 
And you have heard enongh of woe already. 


Lav. Oh! for the ſake of heaven, keep to yourſelf 


Your gloomy dirge ; remember, that my miſtreſs 
Lies all alone; ſhe will not wink an eye; 
Or if ſhe does, will dream of them, and wake 
In fad affright. 80 
Lucr. Oh, fear not, my Lavinia: 
Tho much I like theſe tales of native woe, 
I have no ſuperſtition, and no fears, 
Which will diſturb repoſe. How thou art moved, 
I know not; but to mea pleaſing calm 
Succeeds theſe narratives of grief o erpaſt; 
And though I ſympathiſe, when they are _ 
It is a joy I would not be without: 
For always, in my mind, Lavinia, 
The ſoft delight, which feeling pity brings, 
Tho but indulged a moment, far excels 
An age of wanton gay feſtivity, 5 
Which the vague ſoul enjoys not while it taſtes. 
Clelia, begin; Camilla, you afliſt her. 
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ughter 0 of froileſs woe, ariſe! ; 
WF quit this yew-tree's 8 noxious ; ſhade; 


Q's er Nature midni ight brooding lies, 
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And poiſonous vapours load the glade. 


Fit 


YT FANG. Fe —— 


" Ab, gentle ſtranger, lea we, I p. pray, 
A wretch with woe forlorn, like me; 
1 wiſh to be alone; thy ſtay 


= 4 4 


ch but augment my miſery. 


AM t q We, dit 


Daughter of f fruitleſs woe, ariſe! 


1% 


The clouds q eaven begin to our, 


The cold north-eaſt now bleakly flies, 
And drives 18 the fleety ſhower. 
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| ae vain thou ſeek'ſt to move, 
This pillow. ſhall ſupport my | head ; 
"This grave, in which lies my true love, 
Ah, when alas, ſhall I be dead! 


11. . > * Sn 2 1 


Dinar of fruitleſs woe, ariſe! | 
Doſt thou not know how vain thy tears? 
Canſt thou recall him by thy ſighs? | 
Will he return to all thy prayers ? 


Stranger, 
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Stranger, thou didſt not know the youth; 
Nor yet | the love to me he bore; 
Thou wert no witneſs to his truth, 
Ne. er heard It thou | his perſuaſive lore. 


+ 


Too well, I know, my fruitleſs woe, 


F 


Can nę er recall his vital breath; 


„ 


But I to his embrace can go, 
aa ſeek him in the houſe. of death 


44 »* 


* 
, = 


Daughter © of fruitleſs woe, ariſe! 
Alas! to ears all deaf 1 ſpeak; 


Cold damps. ſuffuſe her dying eyes, 
Life's e beam Ke her cheek. 


1 +1 Sw „ 


Lucr. Thanks ,Clelia; — * Camilla dp this humour, 
Lu pray unto the gods, and then to he [Ale 


89 L 


| How wears the night, my damſels? Are your taſks 
Near ended ?—Gracious Powers! who enters here! - 


# „ . AS - 2 WV 


My lord!. moſt welcome. — 1 5 


: 


Enter COLLATINUS, Titus, Sexrus, Bavros, 


Auuns. b 


Hs Sy Welcome, theſe my friends, 
Lucretia, our right royal maſter s ſons; _ 
Paſling this way, I have prevail'd with them, 


To honour our poor houſe. T7 
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b 75 LUCTUS * BRUT US. f 
\ Lucr. Welcome; yourſelf! 4 
4 And doubly welcome, that you bring ſuch friends! 
# To whom I offer filent thankfulneſs. | 
1 My heart is full of joy.—Retire, my damſels, 
| And think on other work. 
b | Ar. . -- > Rather, fair lady, 
4 Anger ſhould meet us, thus unſeaſonably, 
1% And with abrupt intruſion, ONE in 
1 On ſacred privacy. 
| Lucr. No, my good TRAP 
| Thoſe to whom my love, and my reſpect is due, 
" Can ne er intrude upon me; had I known 
4 => This viſit, you, perhaps, might have been treated 
1 With better cheer, not a more kind reception. 
1 | This evening, little did I think my houſe 
1 Would have poſſeſs'd fuch lodgers. | 
1 *. Rather, lady, 


Such birds of paſſage; we muſt hence to-night. 
Lucy. To night! Doth not my lord, ſay no to that ? 
| Col. I would, Lucretia; but it cannot be. 

If the houſe yield a ſmall collation, 
1 To ſet before your gueſts, I pray prepare it: 


if We muſt be at the camp, &er morning dawn ; 
1 | An hour or two will be the utmoſt limit 

= © Allow'd us here. 

$ Lucr. With all the ſpeed 1 can, 

4 *I play the caterer; though I am tempted, 


Would that delay your journey, to be tardy, 
And prove a {luggiſh houſewife. _ - [ Exit. 
5 | | +. 
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Ar. This is, indeed, a wife ! here the diſpute 


Br. 


Muſt end. Henceforth, there's no compariſon. 

I could have ſworn it was not in my nature, 

To envy any married man his bargain; 

Nor do I envy thee: but tis a wife 

Of wives, I needs muſt own, a jewel pick'd 

From out the common pebbles. To have found her 

At work among her maids, at this late hour, 

Plying the needle, is not ſtrange at all, 

When T have ſeen what I beheld juſt now, 

(And yet I could not have believ d cen that) 

But to be pleaſed at our rude interruption, ' 

Not to ſqueeze out a quaint apology, 

As, „I am quite aſham'd; ſo unprepar d; 

„Who could have pe Would 1 had known 
ern 

And ſuch- like gentle kings to tell * IS wh 

She wiſhes them away ; this carriage cauſes 


Some little wonder.—Envy! No—Yes—No. 


I give thee joy, my friend; and yet her beauty, 


Might in ſome men, raiſe envy ; but I know not 


What envy means. Thou'rt happy, Collatinus, 
Thou muſt be happy, if thou know'ſt ORE 


What think'ſt thou, Brutus? 


Happineſs conſiſts: 
In thought, in thinking; that's to ſay, thathappineſs 
Is ours if we are happy that's to ſay, 
We're happy, if we think that happineſs 


Is ours, then we are happy. 


Tit. 


LUCIUS J UNLUS: BRUTUS. 
IT That's all true; 
Or, that's to e in verity thy words 9 
Are wondrous wiſe ; the cream of rhetoricy | 
And marrow.of morality, is thine, 
I muſt expreſs my fſatisfaQtion too; £8 
And glad I am, that our diſpute occaſion d 
This journey hither; if once Collatinus 
Complain d of my ironic, praiſe, his conſcience 
Muſt tell him Im ſincere, when. I afſirm 
I think him bleſs'd beyon, eee 
— pertlaſa dam. 
ol Enpughs e 


The Gods farbid Lihould affeQ.indiffergnce, 
And ſay you flatter me; 1am moſt, happy. 


But Sex tus heeds us not; he, ſeems, quite Joſt. 
Regard him not ; theſe reveries you know 


ommon to him. | He, will.ſoon recover. 
14 SEXTUS, to himſelf, 
Had-ſhe ſtaid here ill now, L ſhould, have done 


Are fables; nothing can, in heaven or earth, 


Be-halfſo fair.; Venus in fleſn and blood! 


Loxe's true divinity l If ſuch. the charms 


Which meet the eye, oh, what delicious beaytics ! 
With what a frenzy. of delight—But theſe 

The huſband muſt alone to me. the ſenſes 
Are bounded-; yet my warm 566. ir 

n with mne. | 
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Brutus, go and wake 
Von abſent dreamer. | 
What ho Sextus, Sextus ! 


Sex. What) Brutus, ho! Come quick, a'Salian dance 


Br. 


Ar. 


Tit. 


$i 


Br. 


Well done, moſt briſk and active, why à nimbler 
And lighter heel; an attitude more graceful 
I ne'er'beheld by Jove, IH rercommenll thee 


I b the prieſts, and tiiou ſhalt head the band; what 


ſay 'ſt thou? 

And ſpite of thy nickname, we'll have it poſted 
In flaming charàcters upon thy back, 

This is a man, leſt by thy motions cheated, 

The people take thee for 4 bear.—What mean ſt 

thou? 

How dareſt thou wk 5 me? Am] thy jeſt? 

know not What this accuſation means. 

F did not laugh. Say, did I, Aruns; Titus ? 
Tou did, I needs muſt ſay it. 

1 . And at him. 


= At hich! I never laugh'd in all ale. 


Nay⸗ then; thou didſt at us. 
What doſt thou ſee 
In us ridiculous 2 Are our faces changed? 
Look we like monkeys ? Are our noſes flatten d ? 
And tails en out? 
Nay, noty I * vn 
At me; now are you hot in jeſt, I pray ? 
Was you not, Sextus ? Yes, you haply think, 
I can't ſee through it, when you laugh at me; 
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0 LUCIUS | JUNIUS BRUTVUS. 


But I, perchance, read men a little e 


Than you imagine. 
Why I never doubted 


Ot thy ſagacity.;] I always found thee 


Moſt wiſe, moſt apt, ſhrewd, quick, and capable ; ö 


Let when thou pleaſeſt to relax, thy wit 


Leaves me in doubt, whether I ſhould prefer 


The mirth-engendering friend, or cool adviſer. 
That's ſpoken like himſelf now, that's like Aruns. 


Tit. Brutus, I heard the ftrangeſt thing laſt week 


Br. 


Sex. 


Aye, aye ! What was it? Tell me. 
| [Ar. Br. Tit. Col. 1 


Tann and will-What then ? I do not care. 
Marriage ! A trick; nature ne'er meant it— 


marriage 
eee ee 
To keep from me that beauty heaven created 
To inflame my ſoul when look'd on, and placed 
Paſſions to take the alarm, and with wild wing 
Ruſh maddening toward the object they defire ? 


I I muſt poſſeſs her. But, her chaſtity— 


Away, froſty idea Others chaſte 


Have mne and but have ſeem d. The ſnow 


would lie 

For ages, unaſſail d by the warm air. 

But ſhould ſhe—Force ! no, no. And yet why 
not ? 


.; 8 8 „ N 


Sex. 


Col. 


Ser. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 81 
Peace, undigeſted thoughts! Down, down, till 
ripen d | 
By further time ye bloom. 
Tit. and Ar. ati: 
Anuns to Tirus. 
Who, Sextus? Yes I have ſeen ſuch an one; 


I faw him at the ſiege of Ardea. 


I thought he was a ſoldier of indifferent, 
Moderate valour ; 'twas reported tho 

A little fearful : but being fon to the king, 
The common people dared but mutter it. 

I thank you; what you judge me meditating. 


T know not : but both now, and heretofore, 


My mind was in the camp. How wine could 
heat us 3 

To ſuch a mad exploit, at ſuch a time, 

Is ſhameful to reflect on; let us mount 


: This inſtant, and return. 


No we are here, 
It will incroach but little on the night, 
Should we partake the ſlender fare together, 
Which will by this await us. Pray, my lords, 


This way. 


Along; we follow ſtrait —Ye walls, diſcloſe not 
My dark conceptions ; I'll ere long return. 

Till when, my foul, by this fierce ſting tormented, 
Will rage unſatisfied, and feel no reſt. [ Exit. 
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Ar. 


Tit. 


Ar. 


Lucius JUNIUS BRUTUS 


. 


. 
$CENE E The Camp. 
Azuns, Tirvus. 


A knave! a baſe-born knave! But if he doth not 
Severely pay for the inſult. —Such a villain ! 


I offer d him the value of his horſe ; 


He would not part with it, not he: he would not? 
But force, perforce he ſhall. A churliſh flave— 
I'll have the horſe, were there a guard around it 
Of fifty thouſand men, all of them knights 
Aye, and his head to boot. 
What, brother, hath the wind affronted you ? 
Lap you to air? And chide the r 
n in your face ? 

He had the aſſurance 
To reaſon with me too: but if I do not 
Marr all his reaſoning for the future, may I— 


_ What, Titus? 


| Tit 
Ar. 


A vile unpoliſh d hind— 


Even he. 
You ſee me moved 
eee Such a paltry, baſe, 
Ill-manner 5 


Tit. 
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Tit, | Say, who is this ? 
Ar. Who i is this? He, there—what d'ye call him? 
Fabius. 
A knight! a villain : but may all the gods 
Lay on me all their heavieſt puniſhments, 
If he within theſe two hours doth not treat 
The hungry worms! Nay, and 11 mount his 
: horſe, 
The horſe he loves ſo well : the horſe he would not 
Part with to me; I'll mount that very horſe, 
And make him prance upon the yery ſpot 
Where his warm corpſe hes buried, and ram in 
His earthen bed full cloſely round about him. 
Then ſee who'll reaſon, who'll pretend to prate ; 
Then fee— - 
Tit. Why what is this? I han of Fabius, 
Of Fabius and a horſe, and threats on threats. 
Be calm, be cool. 8 
Ar. I“ ve not been in a paſſion ; 3 
Nos not in the leaſt ; but if I don't make him 
A fearful ſpecimen of my revenge, 
A leſſon to be read with ſhivering horror 
By all the knights in the army—lIf I do not, 
Ne'er may my pallid cheek again be red; 
Ne'er may my wrinkled brow again be ſmooth ; 
Ne'er may the flaſh of anger quit my eye; 
May my whole viſage ne'er regain its turn 
Of native feature ! If I'm not revenged, 
5 En May 
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Tit. 


This would ſupply its place. 


33 
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LUCIUS. JUNIUS BRUTUS 


May all the complicated ills of life 
Aſſail me! 

On, ye gods! how * 15 . | 
The nobleſt of your works! And is this Aruns * 
Is this the ſon of Tarquin? This the brother 
Of Sextus and of Titus? what! turn'd woman! 
Scarcely ſhould I have ſeen my wife thus rage 
In impotence of words, denied a bauble. 
Had'ſt thou defired what thou could'ſt not doſſel, 
I might forgive thee; could'ſt thou not revenge, 
I might excuſe this ſtorming with the tongue. 


But when thou may'ſt poſſeſs what thou deſireſt, 


And when revenge attends upon thy beck, 
Ready to puniſh inſult, why this clamour? 


This idle ineffectual rhapſody 
oF Sager. words? 


755 Empty or not, 1 reck not. 
I ſpake to pleaſe myſelf. Muſt I be curb'd 


By every one? Not ſpeak ? N, Titus, ſtay, | 
You leave me not. 


Then pr üs ſpeak to the purpoſe. 


II ſpeak of this fame horſe, no other theme, 


And of the baſe-born varlet who beftrode i it; 

A curriſh miſcreant; but let that paſs. | 

Should one of Phœbus fteeds tire in his wain, 

A ſlave! a traitor ]. 

I aſk'd him if he would exchange with me, 

And bade him cull my ſtud . The head ſo form d 

Anſwering in niceſt ſymmetry each limb— _ 
OY Such 
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Such harmony of ſhape! Such juſt proportion! 
I ne'er ſaw ſtrength with beauty ſo combined. 
An eye of fire! A neck clad in effulgence, 
And glorious as the arched bow of heaven!— 
He told me, 'twas the only thing he loved, 


His ſole delight, his pride; aſk d me, if I 


Would willingly give up the thing I loved; 
Suppoſe my miſtreſs; begg'd I'd not deſire him; 
Was ſorry that he muſt refuſe me; would I 
Give him the beſt Italia e er produced, 
Nay, give him three for one; in brief, he could not, 


He would not part with it.—Such a fine creature! 


It ne'er was got by mortal Sire; the dam 
Was ſurely by the northern wind impregn'd. 
The graſs bends not beneath his feet; he's ſwiſter 
In his career than is a morning ſun-beam; 
And graceful as the wing of Mercury, 
Sliding to earth upon an azure cloud, 
'The herald of the gods. A vital ſpirit 
Informs each fibre, and directs its 1 
1 enough. 

No, it is not enough. 3 
This horſe is mine, it ſhall be mine at leaſt; 
I would not part with it for half a kingdom. 
Poor, fooliſh Fabius! Little doth he thin 
My miniſter of vengeance dogs his heels, 
When thou diſmounteſt, Fabius, clap his neck, 
Speak to him lovingly, as thou wert wont, 


Take thy laſt leave, nor ſee the hand of death 
Aim d at thy unarm d fide, 


Enter 
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F. 


Claud. n ond ed my Lord. 


Tu 
* 


LUCIUS JUNTUS BRUTUS. 


_ 8 


3 5 
Is the deed done? 


- Fled, ſay'ſt thou? Whither ? 


Claud. ene as think, my Lord, ſome ill, 


And conſcious of his juſt deſerts, he rode | 


On to the poſtern gate; I follow'd him, 


Reſolv'd to execute what you commanded. 

Far off upon the diſtant hills appear d 

A band of the Rutilian foragers. 

He the ſharp fpur ſtuck in his horſe's (i des, 
Gave him the rein, and mingled with them ſtrait. 


They ſhouted, wheel'd in concert to the right, 
Wh And ook eſcaped wy eye. 


"hol wort too flow. 


My purpoſe known, thou thould'ſt have put on 


wings EE 


As quick as thought: thou wert too flow, too flow. 


Claud. My Lord, unlefs T had been more than human, 


And could have trod with ſtep inviſible, 


And ſwifter than the paſſing moments do, 


I could not have done more, it was impoſſible. 
Impoſſible ! tut, there's a word: impoſſible! 
There's no ſuch thing but in the vapid brain 

Of fools and cowards. Why, thou fluggiſh varlet, 
Doſt thou not know it? 


aud. e What, my gracious Lord? 


Ar. 


If thou doſt not, go hence about thy buſineſs, 
And 
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And dream of it by the way. | Exit Claud. ] Tis 
nothing—nothing. 
He that lets {lip an opportunity, 
Deſerves to loſe the ſight of it for ever. 
Tis but an accident; it doth not ſignify. 
Why thou art quite become the ſlave of humour, 
And froward as a child. 
Oh, heavenly Wiſdom! 
I ſee thy ſhining progreſs mid the ſtars, 
Brightening the galaxy To thee the orbs 
Pay adoration from their lucent ſpheres !_ 
Thou crownſſt the everlaſting fount of day 
With dazzling radiance! Thou lead'ſt on the pou! 
The ſeaſons in their varied liveries! : 
And, more than all the reſt, inſpireſt the ſoul 
Of thy warm votary Titus !—Let me feel, 
Oh, ſacred goddeſs | but the fainteſt touch 
Of thy benignity, and I will look 
With ſuch a gravity, an air ſo ſolemn, 
As doth thy bird from out the hollow oak, 
Circled with claſping ivy !—Oh, what pity 
That I ſhould pray in vain, who pray fo ſeldom ! 
What then remains? To hurl a curſe or two 
At that blind ſtrumpet Fortune, who takes care 
Always to break my ſhins with her damn d wheel; 
To laugh in ſpite of her, a peeviſh laugh ; 
To with all men no happier than myſelf ; 
To wiſh that 1 were ſuch a fool as Brutus, 
(As they are happieſt whoſe ſenſe is ſmalleſt) _* 
| 2 Since 
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Since I can't be ſo wiſe, ſo ſage as Titus. 


A 3 have gueſs d ſo? twere a thing as eaſy 


And fornication is neceſſity. 
Imagination muſt forſooth be tickled; 


"Whiſpering from windows, ſqueezing of the hand, 
Glances, the lewd interpreters of thought ; 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


And fo, farewel! I'll even to my tent, 
And try if I can ſleep out this long ſiege ; 
For waking ſlumber is the worſt of —_ 
And ſo, farewel! 
Farewel ! 

But ſtay, inform me, 
If al thy gravity and wiſdom knows, 
Where Sextus leads his vagrant feet? Laſt night 
I miſs'd him. Privately, as I'm inform'd, 
He left the camp; but for his deſtination 
a could not learn it: know'ſt thou? 

No, I know not. 


To fay when laſt Jove put on his diſguiſe, 
Slunk out at heaven's back gate, and what Alcmena 
Recerved him to her arms. A plague on fecret 
Myſterious hidden letchery, I fay! 

Why can't a man be open in his dealings? 

Give me the eaſy fair who will not bluſh, 

Tho the broad ſun ſhould ſtare her full i th face. 

A plague on pains taking! Your fly intriguers 
Are the only whoremaſters ; all the reſt are chaſte, 


Your ſqueamiſh ſtomachs muſt be tantalized, 
er they Il be hungry. Hence your amorous parlies. 


Tit. 


Who cauſes, laughs at Foh ! I'm ſick to death 
Such worſe than aſſes in the ſhape of men! 


= pimping pleaſure too, not worth the toil 
Of ſtretching out an arm thus far. When Juno 


Will be my paramour, I'll turn gallant, 

Get me a pair of wings, and every night 

Mount up to her ethereal bed-chamber. | 
Till when, I leave intrigues to thee and Sextus. 
And ſo, farewel ! I'll to my contemplations. [ Exit. 
I know thy contemplations well; beneath | 
That garb of chiding ſpleen, and diſcontent, 
Ambition couches, though thou ſeem'ſt unſteady 
As the vague moon ; now, gay as florid ſpring 
Intent upon delight ; now, clouded o'er, 

And ſour as bleak December ; rating in the morn, 
What thou in the evening prized'ſt ; yet the eagle 


Looks not with eye more fix d upon the ſun, 


Than thou on royalty. I've ſeen thee through. 


And Sextus is not ſo enſlaved to pleaſure, 
But that ambition claims the upper ſeat 
In his aſpiring mind. I've ſeen through both. 


Three kings at once! no, that can never be. 
One only bird ariſes from the aſhes 

Of the imperial phœnix; in the ſky - 
There's but one glorious light. Let Tarquin die, 
And theſe. young ſcyons mult not ſpoil the growth 
Of the elder towering oak ; to o'ertop their heads, 


And keep them down, cannot perhaps be done; 


N e They 
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Hence all the monkey tricks, which e en the woman 
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They grow too quick. But till they may be 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


blaſted ; 
The canker-worm may prey on them in ſecret ; 


Or one good ſtroke of a keen axe urged home, 


In all their pride of foliage, lays them low. 
But peace ! Sextus, I ſee, is near at hand. 


Enter SEXTUS. 


Sextus, wal met. 2 thou, with matchleſs 
care, 

From when the ſun left his etc couch, 

Haſt, full of anxious thoughts, and ſcorning reſt, 

Been traverſing the camp? How ſtand the ſoldiers 

Affected to their duty? Doſt thou think 

Our ditch and paliſades will guard us well? 


And is the rampart ſtrong in every quarter ? 


Or haſt thou been an eſpial toward the city? 

Os WIT ee ee 8 uſual 
ſtrictneſs? 

Haſt thou found out a weaker place unknown ? 

Or hath thy working brain yet wove the net, 

Or limed the twig, or dug the fatal pit-fall, 


For their deſtruction ? ? 


Every hour of time 
Hath i its peculiar and allotted buſineſs. 
There is an hour for war and vigorous action; 
There is an hour for counſel and advice ; 
There is an hour for wine, and noiſe, and madneſs ; 
There is an hour for pleafure, and the feats 


'Tis what my tongue could dwell upon with 


Let my eyes ſparkling with the new-caught joy; | 


Let all the daneing tranſ 


In twined embrace ; let theſe, my lips which 


Suck d in her 


Let every atom of this body tell thee ; 
That I enjoyed Lucretia. ö 
| What, the wife | 
Of Collatinus! of thy friend! thy kinſman! . 
Of Collatinus, of my friend, and kinſman; 


Nearer related now indeed than ever. 
But ſay, is Titus' conſcience then grown ſq 
Was it debauch's laſt night, that tis ſo ſickly; 


So puling in the morning ? 


ch wanton Venus ever joys to look on. 
WWas the hour of time 


* 6 - 0 — * 


a I to repeat it? 5 


ng ages. | 


in d with a more genial hue ; 
which play o'er 
face; let theſe my arms which held her cloſe 


I» 


OS, 


_—, 


* 


4 * - 4 * . - 


| ums, and now {till taſte the | 


le 1 - 


1 


. 


cw 


2 8 
— 5 


= * 2 1 
of 4 _—_ x 
8 l! 1 


„ 
* 


92 


Tit. 


LUCIUS JuNIUS A 
Not a whit; 


. 


But ſtruck with ſome aſtoniſhment, however. 


Lucretia! and the wife of . 
By her conſent too — p 
Ves. 
By ſome ſly trick then ; : 
Some ann inſidious circumvention, | | 
Some dark thick plot, ſome artifice cloſe-couch'd, 
Of cunning ſtratagem; or elſe thro fear 
Of ſome worſe ill than death. Say now, how 
was itꝰ 


For if there ever was among the cy 


Or purity, or innocence, twas there. 
She could not be a hypocrite ; her face, 
Her look; her outward manners, aver 


VUnknowing of deceit ; a ſoul of honour, - 


Where frozen chaſtity had fix d her ſeat, 


And unpolluted nuptial ſanctity. 


I do ſuſpect thee much; tis but a boaſt, 
Or elſe an act of low, Ae 
To blaſt that virtue, which thy utmoſt * 
S ne er ſubdue. 
| Sextus is wont to boaſt 


Of favours which he ne'er received, or take 


A pleafure in thin unſubſtantial miſchief. . 
No; I acquit thee there. 
ien as thou wilt, 
But I ſuſpect ſhrewdly thou 1 me: | 
Which 
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Lucius jumus BRUrus. 93 


Which more to raiſe; know that this foul of 


' honour, 


| This piece of unthay d foe this pattern. rare 


Of nuptial purity, I found to be 


Tit. 


Sex. 


A woman; found her all alone, at midnight, Rr 
Found her in bed, undreſs'd, found her reluQant, 
Found her, indeed, chaſte to outrageouſneſs, 
(Tho that but added fuel to the flame) 
Yet uſed no violence, and yet enjoy d her. 
Thou talk ſt in riddles: . 

Hear. then the plain truth. 


* two ue as when firſt we ſaw Lucretia, 


Her air, her voice, her look, her every motion, 
Enkindled paſſion in me een to madneſs, / 
Thou doſt remember how my ſoul was buried 
In ſenſeleſſneſs to every object round; 
Tho haply unſuſpicious of the * 
I ſwore then to poſſeſs her. All that evening 
She unadviſedly with new incentives | 
Stirr'd up my. purpoſe; but.quite unreſolved 
How to purſue that purpoſe, I laſt night 


5 


Again went thither, only one attendant. 
Accompanied me; buſineſs of i importance 


Feign'd for my quick return. Her huſband's friend, 


And Tarquin's ſon, ſhe could not but receive 


A nightly gueſt: yet in her eye, methought, 
She bore no great good-will to Tarquin's ſon. 
She, without doubt, had heard his character, 
And hard 'twas to diſſemble. I nought heeded 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


© This air of coldneſs, but with ſage diledilfle, 
And temperate, entertain'd her; talk d of "modeſty, 
Ol ſelf⸗denying virtue; of ſtrict honour, = 

And mutual holy faith 'twixt man und mah; 
Ot weddeck's happy league; und the young brood 
Of ſmiling innocents; then turn d my talk 

To battles, Hepes, Urezdful deeds of arivis, 
Adveitures fare; by martial proweſs won: } 

A ſubject, to the whiet a woman-kind | 


; Opens. gready: exe; NUR AO: -: 


Of love, nor yet a ſally of looſe — my 


Spe the ; thas 7 fell With ter humour, 
And, unſuſpecting, the retired to reſ. 
Anbuncher thou? But IU Het ibwerrußt thee. 


Sex.” Noch that We depth bf thidaiyht ; ilehce teign'd 


Through ar che hh; echt beat und was there; 
You miffht rte heard a Rather ful 6 ths ground; 
Lt deep on every brow bad fr d his dead 

And leaden hard, as nature lent Her aid, 

To my deſign. Kind Hite Ent her l 

Nor I refuſed the call: with cautious tread, 
Suppoſe thou ſeeſt me entering the room, 
Where lay tha fleepitiy Venus; in otic hand 


| V Kort. à lamp in the other; think thou ſeeſt me 


ig her tiaked harms; think (but thou cant 
not, 

ks is impoſtible, had'ſt thou not ſeeti "ON 

What 1 Mit feſt; my wwul was all on fire, 


My 'limbs all chembled; ald my ſalient heart 
Beat, 
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' LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 9 


Beat, as twould find a paſſage through my ribs. 


1 kept her not in long ſuſpence, nor waſted 


Half between ſleep and wake, Lucretia cries, 

Art come, my lord? But, when ſhe throughly waked, 
What a wild look of horror and furprize! / 
She knew my purpoſe well; or, if ſhe did not, 


The time in vain apology ; my {word | 
Threatened her inſtant death, without compliance; 
And, willingly, the cried, yes, willingly, 

I'll die ten thouſand: deaths; Oh, my dear lord! 
Where, where art thou; Oh, Sextus! I conjure 


By every ſacred, every tender name, 


Tit 


Sex. 


Make me not deſpicable to myſelf, 
But ſlay me, and I'll thank thee. All, that feeling 
Paſſionate nature could ſuggeſt, ſhe utter d. 
And didſt thou ſtill proceed? Didſt thou not find 
Thy boſom moved ? 

et e, bat with defire. 
For fear, had from her every other thought 


Removed, her hair diſhevel'd, hid but looſely 


- She ſhriek d aloud ; fearing ſhe might awake 
The menial train, I had but one reſource: 


Her blaze of beauties, as ſhe kneeling ſtrove 
To claſp my knees; I raiſed her and embraced; 


I ruſh'd forth to the door, where I had placed 


My truſty flave, and dragging him by his locks, 


Swore I would flay them both upon. her bed, 
And publiſh to the world, I caught them there 
I | In 
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Free 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS; 


In the act of ſhame: ſhe found reſiſtance vain ; 
The conflict 'twixt the dread of public infamy 
And private crime, inwrapp'd her in deſpair; 
mark d the ſtrugglings of her ſoul, and ſeiz d 
The joy ſhe would, but dared not to refuſe. 
Tit. Thus having ſpoke, forever hold thy tongue. 
My breaſt is not caſt in that tender mould, 
Strongly to feel the goadings of compunction: 
Nor have I dealt in thoſe punctilious niceties, 
- Which bind the vulgar. But this act of thine, 
Almoſt calls up the water in my eye, 
75 And raiſes new emotions in my heart: 
For her, I'm touch'd with pity ; and on thee, 
J look with fomething tending toward horror. 
Oh, hold thy tongue! ne'er mention n thou'ſt 
done, 
Leſt that the very wink on which thou tread , 
Cry out againſt the. 
Sex. „This rebuke fon thee! 
This to a ſtranger urge, to him who knows thee not, 
And he may be deceived. I can't but laugh, 
When 1 behold hypocriſy array d 
In the unbecoming robe ſhe ſtole from be, 
Not hiding half her nakedneſs. Come, ſwear 
By all the gods, and gulp the perjury down, 
That all thy life hath been inculpable, 
That thou haſt never broke the chains of wedlock, 
Nor ever wilt; and then, to prove thy truth, 
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US JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Be ſtruck with the next Roman dame thou ſeeſt, 
And as thouirt wont, purſue her to poſſeſſion. 
artifice I may have uſed 
owe er with bribes corrupted, or with prayers 
d the dilly ſoul of yielding woman, 

e er did T uſe the argument of force. < 
Sex. Becauſe thou never met'ſt with the temptation. 
is juſt, 1 deſerve his infidelity, 


ſetting this apart, doſt thou behold 
No future perils from this bold effect 
Of -unreftrain'd deſire? Compell'd to ſuffer 
What ſhe deteſted, in the frantic rage, 
deep deſpair of violated virtue, 
May the not to her hufband, or her father, 
Diſcloſe the cauſe? 
ex. IIIls ſhe then ſuper-human? 
Did I not telkthee that the was a woman? 
And on my 1ife, ſhe'Il act like any woman: 
5 ith words like theſe ſhe'll nll her frantic rage, 
d puff the depth of her deſpair away. | 
is done, and can't be undone ; tis not known; 
there's no harm; guilt is no guilt in ſeeret 
hy ſhould I make myſelf a wretch by blabbing? 
Why tell my huſband what he can't find out? 
Sextus muſt: love me wonderfully well, 


or have ſo lived as to be credited. ¶Alide. 
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98 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. ' 


Enticed him; then ſhe looks upon her mirror, 
Vanity MR her figure paſſing fair, 
She ſmiles; and thus proceeds; beauteous as ever: 
Why, what a peeviſh thing this virtue is! 
And Sextus is a prince; what Collatinus ? 
(Now comes ſhe, mark me, to compariſons) | 
A private man. Ambition's painted wings 
Now flit before her eyes, and ſhe is blinded : 
_ To hold the prince a captive in her chains! 
Grandeur is her's, and pomp, and dignity, 
And all the world holds dear and precious. 
Oh, your ſtrong- working paſſions ne er laſt long 
E'er I had rode ten paces, ſhe ſaw things 
In the ſame light which I have repreſented. 
And now, no longer coy, reſerv d, and ſtubborn, 
| Sends off a meſſenger to invite me back; 
Oh, I ſhall riot after this, my Titus, 
And ſhall poſſeſs her to ſatiety. 
Tit. If thou art not found a deceitful prophet, 
Of no event hereafter will J judge. 
I wiſh we may not all repent of this: 
At leaſt, I ſee perplexity and trouble, 
Which will enſue inevitably. 
Sex. ene . 
44 com Her father! and her huſband !— 
And will they dare to think of a revenge ? 
They may as well contrive to wreſt the club 
From the hand of Hercules. But leſt miſchance 
Should work a miracle; as for the huſband, 
. II 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS.'. 99 


III give, e er long, a good account of him, 
If he ſhould not meet death; placed in the way 
Of every mortal ſally, there are means 
To bring him to his grave, and mother earth, 
Is a moſt admirable vengeance-cooler. 
As for the father, riches are a crime, 
Which the hand of Tarquin never fails to i 
Upon due accuſation. —But, our father 
Hath he enquired for me? Or found me abſent ? 
No, I believe he hath not. 
Let us haſte 
This inſtant to his tent ; from thence to mine, 
Where we will hold ſome farther intercourſe, 
TOY theſe looſe imperſect hints I've offer d. 
| Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


CoLLATIiNus, BRUTUS. 


No more—My buſineſs is not of that conſequence, 

Or private nature, but upon the road 

That I may join in thy ſociety : 

And when arrived at Rome, the i-manner d 
ſervant . 

Shall not refuſe admittance to e 

Should'ſt thou ſtill ſcruple to reveal thy buſineſs, 

I will not trouble thee. _ 

O2 Br. 
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Br. 


Col. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRurus. 


Whate er it be, 
The information thou may'ſt haply learn 
With real pleaſure. 

Even as thou wilt. 


Enter a Messkxokk. 
. 


— thow thas degrimed with duſt 


and faint 
FF * 
Is all well?— 


MST. I know no more than that I bring this 18 


One only friend. 


Which I was order d OY to you 
Was a u ſine time ſhore, wie the fare orders, 
To Rome, unto Lucretius. 

CoLLATINUs. | Reading. |] 
A deed too dreadful for my pen to write— 
Extremity—without delay—bring with you 


this! 


| A frient! the time is precious, In take him 


A moment can't be loſt to cull and chooſe. 
Wilt thou with me, Lucius ? I know thou wilt. 
Haſten this moment; bring our horſes forth. 
What dire portending myſtery ! My mind 
Attempts in vain to fathom it=«If fickneſs— 
That cannot be; ſhe would Have told me ſo.— 
Her father ſent for too with equal ſpeed ! 

-  _ Thought 


Eternal gods! what means 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. er 


Thought waſtes but time; come, Lucius, hence 
with me! 8 
We go not now to Rome, but to Collatia. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Collatia. 


LuckETIA, alone. 


Oh, agony of agonies! down, heart 
Down, ſwelling boſom O ſhame! ſhame! ſhame! 

ſhame ! 
Cover'd with ſhame Oh, conſcious innocence! 
Where art thou fled ? Long inmate in my breaſt, 
Are we forever parted ? Shall my ſoul 

No more attend thy gentle whiſperings, 
Or when I riſe in early morn, or when 
I feek my bed of ſlumber, where by thee 
Shaded, calm ſleep and happy dreams were mine ? 
No more. No more. Muſt I ne'er fee again 
My huſband's face with joy? Ne'er to my heart 
Strain him with rapture? While he too with joy + 
Would liſten to my tale of tenderneſs? _ : 
No, never, never. No, Lucretia, | 
Thou that wert once, chaſte, pure, and virtuous, 
Art now polluted, vile, abominable. 
How I deteſt myſelf! wretch that I am, 
How loathſome to my ſoul ! which fain would fly 
From out its odious priſon Why had I not 
Braved the adulterer's ſword ? So had I fallen = 
1 | A ſpot 


toz LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


A ſpotleſs victim. Yet, ſo too my name 
Would have been render'd infamous, declared 

A moſt abandon d proſtitute, no tongue 

My vindicator, and the bleeding proof 

Of my ſuppoſed ſin weltering by my ſide. — 
Bitter alternative! dreadful to think on! 

Turn, turn, reflection! for acroſs thy courſe 
Lies madneſs, and each deſperate deed of frenzy. 
I cannot bear it. 


Enter Lavinia. 


| Say, did you call, my miſtreſs ? 
* No—begone— 
Yet ſtay : come hither: is thy word arrived? 
7 Lav. He i is not, madam. 
Lucr. Would to 1 he were! | 
Hs [EFixing her eyes on the ground. 
Lav. What fatal accident hath cauſed this miſery, 
I know not: but ſo good, ſo kind a miſtrefs 
Never had ſervants: never till this inſtant 
Heard I a word expreſſive of impatience 
Come from her lips. Good heavens, what load 
of grief 
Works in her breaſt, and e for its birth! 
Would that I could remove that look of woe 
From that ſweet face! I would myſelf endure 
No ſmall misfortune. —That till filent anguiſh 
Pierces me through: I'd ſpeak to her, but ſobs 
Won't ſuffer me. ES, 
| „ Lucr. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 103 


Lucr. What ails thee? Art not well? 
Why doſt thou weep? 
Lav. Ah, can you alk me, madam! 


What ails me! do I not behold you miſerable? 
Lucr. J am indeed, Lavinia.—But thy lord's 

Arrival will heal all.— I pr'ythee go, 

And quickly, to the end of the garden wall, 

And when thou ſeeſt him at a diſtance, haſte, 

And bring me word. 
Lav. I will Oh, you good 2 
Give her relief! Pour comfort in her boſom! Exit. 
Lucr. That was a look of prayer, of prayer for me; 

May it with bleſſings fall on her own head 

A thouſand fold! For me, the time is o'er: 

Fruitleſs are all petitions; unleſs Jove 

Could bid the paſt be as it had not been; 

Could render void exiſtence, root out memory. 

Poor honeſt wretch! I could, methinks, drop tears 

In ſympathy with her: but for myſelf, 

Not one have I to ſpare; my grief's too great: 

"Tis all within; no tears, but tears of blood, 

Can ſpeak my feelings, or waſh off my guilt. 

What tho with all the abhorrence virtue knows, 

When forced to look on ſin, I ſaw the deed ? 

Yet, 'twas committed : 'twas permitted too. 

Fatal neceſſity! Oh, wherefore was I 

Form'd all alive to honour's niceſt ſenſe! 

Why from my mother's breaſt did I imbibe 

Its generous pride! Why foſter it with care! 
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4 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


Brood over it delighted! hold it here, 
More precious than en of price! 
If thus— 


: Enter LAVINIA. 
3 Madam, my lord is juſt arriv'd ; 


With him, your father, and Valerius, 
And Lucius Junius. 
Lucr. | Oh heart! tremble not. 


Keep faſt thy fix d intent, form'd from that moment, 
This dagger's point is ſharp; but ſharper far 
The tongue of calumny, its wounds more painful. 
Sharper the loſs of that ſelf- ſatisfaction, 
With which, in the happier days of purity, 
Thou could ſt thyſelf contemplate and admire. 
Can T endure to move the ſpectacle 
Perhaps of inſult, and exulting baſeneſs, 
Glorying o'er humbled virtue? Can 1 bear 
The gaze of curioſity? the nod ? 
"The ſecret whiſper ? Or to be at all 
Mark'd out as ſomething that's peculiar ? 
Or can I bear myſelf? and my own thoughts? 
No: thou muſt die, Lucretia, thou muſt die. 
Hark! hark! they come How ſhall 1 bear my 
Hhauſband's 
And father's faces! Oh, ſupport me, heaven ! 
Support me, in this dreadful interview, 
The thoughts of which almoſt take life away ! 
Oh, how ſhall I go through it! 


Enter 


ny 


ater 
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Enter CoLLaTtinus, LuckETIUs, VALERIUS, 


Col. . 
Luc. 


Lucr. 


BRUTUS. 


11 L Lucretia! 

How does my deareſt wife ? 
My daughter, W 
Why haſt thou ſent for us ? 
Nay, come not near me 

Thou muſt not call me wife, thou, my dear lord, 
Prized by me as my ſoul; nor thou, my father, 
Whom, from my infancy unto this day, 
I have beheld almoſt with adoration, 


Thou muſt not call me daughter: thou Valerius, 


Col. 


Muſt not call me thy friend; nor, Lucius, thou ; 
I am not now myſelf ; cut off, deprived. 

Of every near relationſhip ; each name 

Of tender eſtimation ; I am loſt— 

Loſt to my friends, loſt to \ myſelf. 
What accident 
Of more than human power can cancel thus 
Thy intereſt in my breaſt? I muſt embrace thee; 
Preſs thee cloſe to my heart ! call thee my wife, 
My beſt beloved faithful wife! Aſſure thee 

That all thy grief is mine. Oh, calm this extaſy! 
Thou ſhakeſt all o'er as in an ague fit, 

And deadly pale, now throws upon thy cheek, 


A hue like to the grave, now ſuddetily | ; | 
Glowing with hot vermilion. : 


P Luc. 


G n Nl. 
* 


d 
4 — 5 
. 5 ' — 
1 of 
* . ORE er — . Ie ID $i 


* 
wen 


e 2 — 1 
ene wo — 


617, ws 


x06 LUCIUS JUNITUS BRUTUS. 


Luc. 1 Oh, Lucretia 
here me, when I tell thee, not thy mother 
Was dearer to me, when as chaſte and pure 
As Dian's ſelf, blooming in innocence, 
I led the virgin to her bridal bed, 
Than thou, her pledge and lively pourtraiture. 
No, nothing can withdraw my love from thee, 
While like that pattern of her ſex thou liveſt ; 
And fo thy life hath been; in thee, well-pleaſed, 
I have beheld her form revived, her virtues, 
And female-gracing ornaments of ſoul. 
Lucr. There was a time, when praiſes from that mouth 
Could ever thrill my ſecret mind with pleaſure, 
Tuned to harmonious ſelf-complacency, 
Diſcover'd in each correſponding action, 
Wing'd with alacrity and joy. But now 
"Tis far, far otherwiſe. Thou good old man! 
Theſe words have pierced me to the quick—My 
pa.” F 
Was keen enough before, why would'ſ thou make it 
Doubly excruciating ? Why bring my guilt 
In ſtronger colours to my view? | 
Col. Thy guilt! 
Not heaven itſelt is freer from all taint 
Of guilt, or the leaſt ſtain of blame, 2 thou. 


Ils reaſon thine? 
Lacr. Reaſon is mine, A 


Though I could envy thoſe who are diſtrafted. 
The mad is happier on his bed of ſtraw, 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 107 
Than the poor wretch bereaved of innocence, 
Who yet eſteems that innocence tho loſt, 
And who with fixed eye gazing on her, 
Is hurried into evil. 
Luc. -_ Explain thyſelf— 
How dreadful is thy prelude ! keep not thus 
In torturous ſuſpence thy ys huſband, 
And friends. 
Lucr, © Oh, would one word could tell it all! 
Canyou not gueſs the whole, when I name Sextus, 
The youngeſt ſon of Tarquin? 
 BrvTvs., [ Afede. | | 
e Curſe on the name! 
3 fear—] fear—Luckleſs, undone TE 
Lal. Say what of him? 
= Luc. Speak, daughter, peak. 
Col. From him, what ill could flow to thee? Thou never 
Saw'ſt him but once, and that, the other night, 
Brought here by me; ſay, what is this, Lucretia? 
Lucr. Would I had ſeen him, but that other night ! 
Or would that other night that I had died 
A ſudden death! But a fad fatal night 
Hath paſs'd between. Oh, (tongues perform thine 
e 
And tell my huſband, that theſe eyes beheld him 
That ſecond night: tell him Oh, Collatinus! 
Oh, hide me! hide me from myſelf How vain! 
No, let me ſtand, and dare your piercing eyes 
With bold aſſurance; wherefore are wy fix'd, 
P 2 | All 


LUCIUS jus BRUTUS, 


All fix d in ſilence on the ground? On me 
Direct them full; Lo! here I ſtand, the mark 
Of ſhame, 15 ignominy. 
Luc. Daughter, patience, 
If without thy conſenting heart this deed— 
Lucr. No, 'twas by my conſent. —He would have ſlain 
lis ſlave and me; laid both on the ſame bed, 
Then publiſh'd to the world, that I with him 
Was a vile, baſe adultreſs. 
Luc. Oh, woe is me! Off, off, ye hoary hairs! 
Oh, daughter ruin d! Ruin'd, yet in virtue! 
Col. Burſt, heart! Oh, how ſhall I find utterance! 
Val. Damn d be the wretch! Doubly and trebly damn d 
When forth he walks, may the red flaming ſun 
Strike him with livid plagues! May he be ſhunn d 
By all mankind! be odious to himſelf! 
Breed vipers in his conſcience} gnawing vipers! 
With hourly for his death, yet be in tortures 
A thouſand years expiring !—If this fate 
Attend on virtue, let us to the ſtews. 
For wives, bring up our daughters proſtitutes ; 
No morg let holy wedlock be eſteem d. 
But rank commixture, like the general herd 
Of beaſts, inform the dwellings of — 
Bryrus. [Ade] 
Oh, noble warmth, from forth a generous mynd! + 
With ſuch a colleague might I ſhake. the Tarquins 
From of their throne. Now is the time arried—- 
But ſtay—nor yet let me unfold myſelf. 
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LUCIUS: JUNIUS' BRUTUS, 199 
When came he hither} Say, Lucretia. 
uc. Laſt evening, in the duſk. Afﬀairs of conſequence 
Brought him, he told me, to ta Collatiaz _ 
My foul, above ſuſpicion, thought no ill. 
I entertain'd him as became myſelf 


And him, At midnight to my chamber ole 
The ruffian—Witneſs, all ye powers above? 
I heeded not the ſword which armed his hand; 


J pray'd for death with greater nee 
Than the departing miſer prays for life. 
He told me of his love, his odious love, 
Intreated, promiſed, intermingled threats, 
Aſſail'd on every fide my woman's ſoul. 
At length dragg d in his ſlave, and would have ſlain us 
Tauer on the bed. 

On, fool! fool! fool!- 
8 boaſter ! that could'{ not conceal 
Thy treaſure, but rather than not be known 
To be poſlefs'd of wealth, muſt take the thief, 
The firſt notorious thief thou met'{t, and ſhew him 


The glittering ſtore; unhooded let him trace 


Each winding avenue, and give to him 

A guiding clue, by which whene er he pleaſed 
He might return, and bear it all away! _ 
Oh, my Lucretia, all the fault is mine; 


To me may guilt with juſtice be imputed; z 


Firſt viſiting the light. 
| NS -Lucr. 
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110 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 
Lucy. i ban Yes, Collatinus, 
Believe me when I tell thee, not the leaſt wiſh 
That e're was form d in deepeſt ſecrecy, _ 
Hath my ſoul breathed toward any other man. 
Yet, though my mind is free, my body's guilty ; 
The load from thence recoils upon my mind, 
Which ſhrinks beneath, as ſhunning intercourſe 
With its polluted yoke-mate. Death muſt break 
Theſe links of union, e're the can be happy. 
Luc. What ſay'ſt thou? Death! Oh, daughter, hold, 
J charge thee! : | 
The thought is horrible, it harrows u p 
My ſoul, committing there the wildeſt waſte. 
I charge thee, if thou haſt the leaſt regard 
\ _ For this old hoary head, which many a time, 
When thou, unconſcious young one, ſlept'ſt full 
* found, 275 . 
Hung o er thee, and ſurvey d thy infant ſace 
Wich tendereſt, fondeſt love, unſay that word; 
Let me conjure thee, by thy ache $ memory, 
By all her ſoft anxieties for thee; 
Her ſleepleſs nights, and buſy 5. Ahn 
Upon thy welfare, from thy breaſt unharbour 
That raſh, intruding thought! 
Lucr. Can any word 
Fal Gn that tongue unheeded by thy daughter ?— 
But death's the only teſt, the only evidence 
I now can give, of my integrity 


And undefiled intentions. 
Col. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. ut 


Col. | No one can 


Suf pect thee, my Lucretia; heſitation 

Will not againſt thee dare to elevate 

Her ſtuttering tongue. No: many happy days 
Shall yet be our's, many ſweet ſocial years, 
Bleſſing and bleſs'd—and our delighted children— 
Alas! what ſudden thought, what new emotion, 

Scatters a wilder terror o'er thy face, 

Dyed witha deeper pale! 

Lucr. Didſt thou ſay children 
Oh, tis a thought which darted croſs my brain, 
Like to the blaſting lightning, —Children, ſaidſt 

thou! 
Who knows—how if — the raviſher ! — That 
r | 

Would of itſelf determine. As to him, 
Be't yours to judge what chaſtiſement is due. 
For me, when I am dead, the babbling world 
Perhaps will do me juſtice; in your minds 
At leaſt, my memory ſhall ſurvive unſullied. 
Though I abſolve myſelf from wilful crime, 

I can't from puniſhment ; nor ſhall a woman 
Hereafter, by the example of Lucretia, 


Outlive her loſs of honour. [ Stabs herſelf. 

Col. Oh, hold thy hand What doſt thou?—'Tis too 
late— 

Who could haye thought ſo fl uddenly 2—Raſh 
action! 


Too ſurely done.— That groan! life iſſued with it. 
Oh, could my arms bring back thy fleeted breath, 
Thus 
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Luc. 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BROT Us. 


Thus ever would I hold thee; ever thus 
In one indiſſoluble union. | 
That blow hath kill'd us both, Lucretia: 


Double deſtruction. Oh! moſt loved - adored! 


Horror of horrors! Wherefore did I wed? 
Why get a daughter? Why with pride elated, 
Behold —Oh, ruin d virtue! Damned monſter ! 
Had he &er loved a child with my affection 
No breath quite ſtill and ſilent Come, deſpair, 
And welcome, to my breaſt Fix d are her eyes; 
Ne'er ſhall I drink their genial beams again 
Ne'er hear that voice Now, now could I 


blaſpheme. 
Oh, gods!—Ceaſe—Patience, Saticnce—here I 
ſtand 


Mute and reſign d to your edict wills. 


But is it thus the good meet their reward? 


Fal. 


Art thou my daughter Oh! exceſs of anguiſh! 
No tongue can blame this grief. Thou gentleſt ! 
| beſt! 
Bedeck'd with every grace, each ornament, 
Which dignifies, exalts— 
_ BrvrTvs, gre/ping the dagger. 


_ Now by this blood I ſwear, immaculate 


Before the Tarquin rape, (and you, oh, gods! 


Bear witneſs to my oath!) that I'll purſue, 
With fire and ſword, and every other means 
Which righteous indignation ſhall ſupply, 


3 arquin the proud, his i l wife, his ſons, 


And 


Val. 


Br. 
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And all the accurſed race, nor ſuffer them, 


Or any other, to be kings in Rome! 
If that I break one tittle of this vow, 
May death be mine! but not like thine, Lucretia, 
Triumphant , glorious; but deteſted, baſe, 
And ignominious as the meaneſt ſlave's, 
The moſt contemptuous, vileſt malefactor's 
What do I fee? What hear? Surely my ſenſes 
Are baffled by ſome vain illuſion— 
1 Brutus zs ſpealing, Lucretius and Col- 
latinus are divided, ſometimes looking with 
aftoniſhment on Brutus, ſometimes with grief 
on Lucretia; when he ceaſes, the latter gets 
the maſtery, and they are wholly . up 
with her. | 
Dave? deareſt half of me ! Fe METS gone for ever. 
Child of my ſoul ! Supporter of my being 
But ſoon my heart will burſt, and I ſhall be 
Lock'd in the arms of death, as thou art now. 
Staff of my age! Loſt, loſt, for ever loſt. 
What, are ye men? There lies your bleeding 
child ; 


There lies your tender wid; will tears again 


Her lifeleſs corſe reanimate ? Will tears 

Revenge her timeleſs death ? I now, methinks, 

Behold the ruffian glorying in the deed, _ 

Telling the tale of ſhame to his lewd brothers, 

And riotous aſſociates, who agape 

Liſten with greedy ear, and grin » applauſe 
To 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


To the rank act of luſt; while thus, ſays he, 

I ſaid, thus did, and thus, and thus the wife 

Of Collatinus, and Lucretius' daughter. 

You chooſe to have your names garniſh the tale 

Of foul obſcenity ';; without a doubt 

You like it well, and to be bandied round 

Mid drunken revellers. Think you to live 

Thus ſtamp'd with ighomity ? Go, diſplay 

Your blood-ſtiot eyes and fiirrow'd cheeks to 

Tarquin, 

And beg him on your knees, for tHat his ſon 
Hath done this damned deed, to ſpare your lives. 
Tell him, you are meek men, you bear no malice, 
Your hearts are form d for injuries, your weapons 
Are ſhort-drawn ſighs, and briny flowing tears: 
He will believe you, he is credulous; : 
So are his ſons; an inbffenſtve race, 

And merciful; witneſs that bleeding wound ! 

Witneſs this recking fteel! Is this a time 

For tears; for vain laments? Now rouſe up all 

That is of manhood in us! 'Sweir with me, 

Swear all upon this dagger, to revenge 

This execrable deed, unparallell'd; 

This deed, at Which the conſcious night which 
ſa it, 

Turm d pale with horror; at Which nature fhudders. 

Ok, Jove ſupreme! Abd thou, patetnal Mars! 
And unpòlluted Veſta ! hear again 
My oath repeated! To the death I fear, 
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d 
Deeds ſoon ſhall folloy Here, take: it; ſwear, 
7 Lucretius. 2 
M aſtopiſhment 
g | Seize Ot | 
'# | t hereafter ſpeak. Now ſwear. 
uc. I n 
r. And now, my friends, the firſt I e er could call ſo, 
me embrace you round Now, after long, 
| „ ſec you bardly yet believe your eyes ; 
Wondering, but ſcarce convicted ; in ſuſpence, 
8. Though ſtrong perſuaſion tell you all is real. 


Think, my good friends, that hitherto you ſaw 
My ſhadow only, and my mock reſemblance, 
A ſtupid wretch, inſenſible to ſhame, 
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116 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUT Us. 
Bending beneath each inſult, whom no power 
Of art could teach; this brutiſh character 
Hath in my place appear d; now is he vaniſh'd : 
And I uprouſed from that lethargic ſlumber, 
In which I lay for twenty years or more, 
Now take again my rank in the file of men, 
Call reaſon mine, and boaſt me in the name 
Of long-loſt late-aſſumed humanity. 
My ſoul feels double ſtrength from this inertneſs ; ; 
I burn for action, for the glorious day, 
When freedom ſhall be ours; when I may ſay 
To the chaſte manes of Lucretia, 
Now reſt at peace, ye are at full revenged. 
When I ſhall ſay, Rejoice, imperial Rome, 
For tyranny is extinct, and oppreſſion 
No more ſhall rule you with an iron rod. — 
Bear forth the body to the market- place; 
Then ſhut the gates, that none may from Collatia 
Bear any news to the camp ; go you before, 
And tell the melancholy tale; myſelf 
Will follow after, and diſcourſe the people. 
Thence unto Rome. And oh, you powers on high, 
Propitious prove, and let your aid be nigh! 
Still prompt the ans S gs ; keep Bm, my 
pull, 
That 1 may ſafely reach the purpoſed goal; 
That I may pull Ambition to the ground, 
And Liberty may pour her gifts around. 
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T 
SCENT I. 4 Sticetin Rims 


Enter two Citizens, one of Collatia, the other of Rome. 


Acit. I told you how this melancholy ſight,” 


The hiſtory of the deed ſhewn in its true 

And native colours, by the afflicted huſband 

And father, with the artleſs eloquence 

Of real grief ; how the diſcovery 

Of Brutus, and his ſpeech, affected us. 

Each braver youth ſtood quickly by their fide 

Array'd in arms, burning with indignation 

Pent in their breaſts. We left Collatia 

And enter d Rome; a ſight ſo new and ſtrange, 

With the arm'd multitude, firſt ſtruck the 
inhabitants 

With fear and terror : but when they beheld 

The order of our march, peaceful and ſolemn, 


They foon put off their fears, and throng d to gaze. 


Undreſs d, unornamented, on her bier 
Lay, ſcarce yet cold, Lucretia's chaſte remains, 
Beauteous in death: you might have ta'en her ſo, 
And placed her in a temple, twould be ſworn 
"Twas 
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"Twas Venus image cut in alabaſter. 
Or for her hair confuſedly ſcatter'd over 
Her comely face and neck, Dian, reclined 
After her toil, upon a mount, expoſed 
To the rude winds 3 white in her breaſt the wound 
She gave herfelf, would cauſe you to admire 


What ſacrilegious hand ſhould dare to ſtab, 
And give a deity to death. 


 2dCih, Where now 


{Cit They muſt by this haye well-nigh reach'd the | 


Is this proceſſion? And how far behind you ? 


forum ; 1 


Where Brutus, who is tribune of the guards, 


(A place of truſt, which Tarquin only gave him, 
As he appear an object of contempt) 

Hath call d together all the centuries. 

He and Valerius are mean time to attend 


The ſenators, who are by this convened, 


(The few whom Tarquin's ſword hath left alive) 
To lay before them his deſigns, his plans, 


And to be guided by their wiſe adyice; 


While in the forum, with Lucretia's corſe 


Expoſed to view, the father and the huſband 


Relate the manner of her death ; when this 
Is figiſh'd, Brutus fhall harangue the people. 


2dCit.Greag matters, as I think, may riſe from this. 
Nit. The greateſt that can rife ; the 1 moſt deſired 


And 4 expe 22 d eyer to have happened, 


it 


If you at Rome equi in 
Ds it Collatia. 2 
Cit. What they are I gueſs; 
And would myſelf with joy hazard my life, 
Were there a probability ſhewn to me 
Of giitiing whit We now ſo long have loft. 
But raſh adventurers ſeldom meet With profit, 
And a dead ſleep of five and twenty years, 
5 Is what men can't be eaſily awaked from. 
But curioſity, if nothing elſe, | 
| Will urge me'to the forum. 


+# 4 


Corratinus flanding by the Body 
2 „ Luczzraa. 
The Roman People round them. The Roftrum behind. 


Luc. Thus, thus, my friends, faſt as our breaking hearts 
Permitted utterance, have we unſolded 
This narrative of fad diſtfeſs; for us 
What now remains, robb'd as we are, of all | 
Which'gave'a joy td life, but to purſue 
example ſhe hath ſet us, to itivoke 
The timeleſs deſtinies, and end our 
With our 
Which for 
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For thou, alas, haſt loſt an equal bleſſing? 
Mercileſs villain! Deareſt, deareſt daughter! 
Yet let us mix our ſorrows, let ns drop 
Our tears together on her lifeleſs clay; 
Nor will your tender hearts, my countrymen, 
Forbear to ſympathize with us, and join 
The ſigh of grief with ours. 
„ Ro. | Oh, piteous deed! 
24 Ro, Oh, lamentable ſight ! 
Luc. For this compaſſion— . 
34 RO. Silence all! attend! 
Luc. For this your tenderneſs, my gentle friends, 
We thank you from our ſouls: yet e'er we raiſe 
The funeral pile, attend to Lucius Junius. 
He call'd you to this meeting by his office 
As tribune of the guards; private affliction 
Muſt yield to public benefits. Yet know 
(For why from you ſhould I hide any thing?) 
It is for me and mine that he appears; 
For me, for him, for every Roman here. 
But, lo, he comes! Make way, my countrymen; 
And, I beſeech you, liſt to what he utters, 
With deepeſt ſilence. 
Ro. Room, there! room! make way! 
2d Ro. Let him come forward, and aſcend the roſtrum. 
3d Ro. Hiſt! he begins; methinks his iooks are alter d. 
Br. Romans and friends! you ſee before you now 
No blundering ideot, bearing to your ears 
The mandates of a tyrant. I caſt of 
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The maſk of folly, on that day aſſumed, 
When by the ſavage orders of your king, 
King do I call him? Of the monſter Tarquin, 
My father, and my elder brother fell. 
Aſſumed for my protection, and now caſt 
Aſide for ever, 

1/ Ro. Wonderful event! EL. ZR 

24 Ro. I'm loſt in admiration. 

34 Ro. | Peace no more. 

Br. Would you know why I ſummon'd you together? 
Aſk you what brings me hither? View this dagger 
Clotted with gore! that frozen corſe 

See theſe unhappy men, whoſe tale of woe, 
Of horrid woe, you from their mouths have heard, 
- And mingled ſocial tears! Oh, chaſtity, 
Is this thy fate! Oh, Rome, how wilt thou mourn 
thinn'd inhabitants, if goodneſs, virtue, 
Treated as crimes, muſt meet the ſtroke of death! 

If youth and beauty muſtbe ſingled out; 

Firſt prey d on by rapacious luſt, then murder d! 
Oh! I could mourn thy fate, Lucretia 

Could, like thy father and thy huſband mourn; 
Could in laments vie with each Roman foul 
Who now beholds thee. 

fl Ro. © Oh Lueretia : 

24 Ro. Unhappy matron! _—- 1 

34 Ro. | Silence — he proceeds. Y 

Br. Did I, my countrymen, ſay, I could mourn 

Lucretia's death? What ſorrow muſt I feel, 
. R 8 When 
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When I beheld before my eyes, as now, 
Methinks, I do, each Roman matron dead! 
When I behold each Roman maid abus'd! 
(For who ſhall circumfcribe the range of luſt ? 
What numbers ſhall fill up his ravenous gorge ? 
And bid his raging appetite be ſtill?) 
When I behold each Roman citizen, 
Who hath a much-loved wife, a darling daughter, . 
Doom d, like theſe two, to death, becauſe with grief 
Surcharg'd, they do not fit in ſilence down, 
But dare proclaim their feelings? Public murder, 
For ſuch a crime ſhall ſnatch them from the world, 
Or they ſhall fall by the midnight aſſaſſin; 
Nor muſt their friends ſay how they met their death, 
But lay the blame upon their own deſpair. 
1 ' Ro. They ſhall not die. a 
5 2d Ro. © We will 88 them both: 
| Br. Protect them, ſay you? Miſerable men! 
You know not what you ſay. Protect them both! 
| Can you protect yourſelves? You have committed 
= Treaſon againſt the tyrant, and his brood 
Of monſter ſons; you have dared to look with pity, 
You've dropp'd a tear on murder'd innocence: 
You've ſeen Lucretia, and have wept her fate: 
You're partners with her father and her huſband, 
In guilty ſorrow. You have liſten d too 
To me, a wretch, who twenty lingering years, 
Have for your ſakes impoſed upon the tyrant, 
=: And borne the groſſeſt inſults. You have done 


All 
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All this: and do you not expect to feel 

The weight of puniſhment which is your due? 

Are you not Tarquin's flaves? (for ſo he calls you) 

And don't you dread the whip? Doth he not 

name you 

The herd? The beaſt with many heads? And 
will not 

The fury maſſacre, let looſe among you, 

Revel knee - deep in blood? 


% Ro. | Inſtruct us, Brutus, 


What we ſhall do. 


2d Ro. We'll follow thee in all things, 


Muſt you be taught then what to do? Look there, 
Once more look that way. She one night ons, 
Outrage and violence ſuſtain d: not all 
The entreaties of her friends, her weeping father 
Begging, as he'd extort a gift from heaven, 
Not all her huſband's tender ſupplication, 
Could ſhake her purpoſe : with a fearful hand, 
But an undaunted foul : a woman's feelings, 
But more than manly thought, deep in her breaſt 
She plung'd this ſharp-edged ſteel, which ſet her free, 
Yes, thou art free, Lucretia! thou art gone, 
| Nobleſt of women, where no Tarquins dwell! 

| Luſt gloats not on the dead, nor cruelty 
And beſtial fierceneſs riot in the grave. 
Oh, moſt illuſtrious of thy ſex, inſpire 
Our ſpirit-wanting minds with but a portion, 
bs ſmall, of thy bright excellence ! 

R 2 Yet 
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Yet even that, I fear, would be in vain. 
We are inured too much to ſlavery, 

To dare reſiſt ; we are quite reconciled. 
Determined ſtill to drudge beneath the yoke: 
To ſhrink each hour at ſight of ſome new murder, 
Some deed.of baſeneſs, treachery, and horror, 
Vet with our lips cry, Hail, all-gracious Tarquin. 


To work in ſewers all day, ſhut up mid damps, 


Denied the ſight of heaven's bleſſed ſun, 
Yet in the eve, when we half choak'd reviſit 


The upper air, to praiſe benignant 'Tarquin, 


Jo fee his ſons ruſh into every houſe, 


To fee our wives raviſh'd before our eyes; 

To fee each ripening tender maid deflower d; 

To fee them kill themſelves ; to ſee their pale, 
And aſhy corſes, in the public forum, 

Ranged all arow.—Yet then we are determined 


To bleſs kind Tarquin, mercy-loving Tarquin, 
And beg him to beget ſome dozen more 


Ot ſturdy ſons, with ſuch like acts of kindneſs, 


To bleſs his humble, faithful citizens. 
If this were not your fix d determination, 
Say, would you ſeek inſtructions? Would you aſk 


Which faw his poiſon'd brother, ſaw the inceſt 
Committed there, and they will cry, Revenge! 
Ak yonder conſcious ſtreet, where Tullia drove 


Oer her dead father's corſe, twill cry, Revenge! 


nde ſenate houſe, whoſe ſtones are purple 
With 


Let me pronounce you free. Again tis yours 
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With human blood, and it will cry, Revenge 
Go to the tomb where lies his murder'd wife, 


And the poor queen, who loved him as her ſon, _ 
Their unappeaſed ghoſts will ſhrick, Revenge! 


The temples of the gods, the all- viewing heavens, 
The gods themſelves, ſhall juſtify the cry, 

And ſwell the general ſound, Revenge! Revenge! 
Revenge! Revenge! Revenge | 

And we will be revenged, my countrymen ! 
Brutus ſhall lead you on; Brutus (a name 

Which will when you're revenged, be dearer tohim, 
Than all the ſplendent titles earth can boaſt.) 


Nor I alone; ſee where Valerius brings 


The nobleſt of the city! See where ſtand 


Lucretius! Collatinus! Age nor grief 


— 


Depreſs their ſpirits, ſo as not to ſeek 
Glorious revenge. You are this moment free. 
I ſee the tyrant fled; his ſoul dies in him; 


The voice of liberty hath reach d the camp. 
I ſee the gladful ſoldiers haſting home, 


Big to enjoy that freedom you poſſeſs; 
Each one claſps cloſe his friend, weeps on his neck, 
Unable to expreſs the burſting pleaſure 


Stretching his heart. But, when you name revenge, | 


His eyes flaſh living fire, and he reſolves, | 
With you, to hunt the monſters through the world. 
For tyranny, once having found a foe, _ 

Meets not with an upholder. Once again 
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To bring/your votes: and the firſt caſe before you, 
Is, what becomes of Tarquin? 
All. We baniſh him the city, we baniſh him the city. 
Br. And now, what courſe will you yourſelves purſue ? 
All. Arms, Brutus! arms! We'll march 83 8 the 
t tyrant, | 
Lead us againſt him. 
Br. If you'll by my advice be r p 
All. Give it us, gs we will follow it. 
Br. Myſelf, with ſome of the Patrician youth 
Well-mounted, will away unto the camp. 
Do you each man, furniſh'd with arms, prepared 
For action, or advice, immediately 
Haſte to the Campus Martius, there Valerius 
Shall, with the ſenate, to your ears impart, 
And to be ratified by your conſent, 
That plan of government by me delineated, 
When in my fatuous ſtate each thought was buſied 
For you, and Rome.—Guard well the city gates; 
Pay the laſt duties to Lucretia's corſe: 
= And ſoon expect to ſee my ſaſe return, | 
| And with me, all your friends. The immortal gods 
Þ | Are your defence, fear n but be bold. 
4 I. Ro. Oh, noble Brutus! 


ji ' 240. Giver of liberty! 
34 Ro. Father of Rome! 
3 ft Ro. 8 Deliverer of his country 


Br. Oh, my dear countrymen! ſhould T pretend 


To expreſs the joy I feel for you, the gratitude * 
| F'OÞ 
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You raiſe within me, for this high applauſe 
Shewn to my poor deſerts, the time we now 
Poſſeſs, were much too ſcant, e en years would fail. 
I'm wholly yours, and long as I ſhall breathe 
The breath of life, will only live for you. 
Now I deſcend: and will accompany you 
Without the forum ; there we'll ſeparate; 
You for your arms; I, to the camp at Ardea. 
The gods who long have in the book of fate 
Foreſeen this time; the gods who hate injuſtice, 
Who puniſh perfidy, and cruel deeds, 

Go with us both: their influence I obey, 

The humble inſtrument they have appointed 

To reſcue you from bondage, to reſtore: ” 

Your ancient rites, to give you days of peace, 
And liberty, the attribute of man. 

But grant me one requeſt: tho real joy, 

I know, ill brooks reſtraint, keep back this tumult 
Of your applauſe; your love I'd fain acquire, 
Heaven is my witneſs, I would die to acquire it! 
But clamour ever ſhews ill-guided counſels, 

The voice of raſhneſs, the argument of numbers, 
Of reaſon deſtitute. Not fo the plan 

Which we purſue, the ſureſt grounds are ours, "I 
Maturely founded, and late brought to light. _ ©, 
Let us accompliſh then the end propoſed, 3 
With prudent zeal, with decent vigour, firm 
Intrepid hope, and ſilent reſolution. | Exeunt, 
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SCENE' III. The Camp: Tarquin's Tent 


4 4 


_ \Tanhyin, Mzssxxcun, GuarDs. © 


Tar. Take this Collatian feare-crow, onard him ſafe. 
If that the news thou bring ſt ſhall be found falſe, 
Prepare thee for the tortures of ade! 

M. Oe it is too true. 4-8 

Tar. T- REO 

| [Exeunt Meſſenger and Guards. 

88 it cannot be. The gods themſelves 

Could not beſtow on him the uſe of reaſon. 
Brutus incite the people to ſedition! | 

As ſoon ſhall the Tarpeian rock turn vocal; 

As ſoon the wooden Jove in the capitol 

Hurl the Vulcanian bolt. This knave hath heard 

Some vague report when drunk, or in his ſleep 

Hath dream'd of this account, an unconnected, 

Improbable, impoſhble adventure. 


Enter an ATTENDANT. 


= My Lord, another haſty meſſenger 
| Begs ) your immediate hearing. | 
Tar. Bring him hither. 
MesszNwoER | proftrating him/elf.} - 
Pardon, moſt gracious Tarquin, e er I ſpeak. 
Jar. Speak boldly, man, for thou haſt nought to fear. 
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MD. I come, dread ſovereign, from Rome, where Brutus 
Hlath urged the people to rebellion. 
Tar. How, and which way ? 
M. My Lord, this morn a herald, 
A from the captain of the guards, convok'd 
The general people to the public forum. 
Curious to know the cauſe, I too went thither. 
Soon was brought forth the body of Lucretia, 
” Attended by Luctetius and her hufband, 
And a large body of Collatian youth” 
In arms: by turns they ſpake unto the people; 
Oft interrupted were their words, with ighs 
And tears | 
Fay. Proceed, be brief. | eng 
Had ſlain bett by Sextus violites. 
The'people moved witly pity, heard the tale, 
And every eye was 1 
Tar. 2110; Thy tediouſneſs 
Is inſupporteldls': haſte to the end. i 
Me. Then Brutus came, and mounting in the roſtrum, 
Firſt having ſhewn that his ſtupidity 
Was 255 forged, proveniied— 
thr. is enough. ; 
No more. Without! Prepare with utmoſt ſpeed 
A band of choſen horſe ! Where are my ſons? 
Why ſtand you thus? Where are my ſons, I ſay? 
What follow'd aller he had ſpoke ? 
Mg. ” The youn 


8 All 
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All with one voice, when he propoſed the queſtion, 
Of what becomes of Tarquin? cried, We — 

him. 
Tar. How !—Dared they Alan tis Sn” What 
anna 7... 

M. He then directed them firſt to take arms; 
And, while he haſted hither to the camp, 
To meet Valerius and the ſenators 
In the Campus Martius, who would lay before 


2 F 


A ſcheme of government. This having heard, 
- hurried ſtraight away. 5 
Tar. | Thy loyalty . 


Shall mectwigh its reward; for them—Who waits? | 
WMbere are my ſons? NT bid Goſe orien 
mount, 
And wait for my commands.. De, 3 
Beyond example !—Oh, I ſee through all. 
But fhort ſhall be his reign ; myſterious, dark, 
'Unfathomable villain! But his life, 
His forfeit life—and the quick, eaſy-wrought, 
Inconſtant crowd, them I'll reduce much lower 
Than beaſts of burthen ; they have lived too fat; 
Kick they their maſter thus? Why did I E 
One ſenator alive? I had done well 
lo have extirpated all, both root and branch. 
Had done is paſs d; the preſent hour is mine, 
And that ſhall be well uſed. On danger's verge 
To act unmoved, recoil into himſelf, "ys. 
See 


LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 131 


See every train of poſſible deſign, 

And judge the beſt, is the great character 
Of the ſuperior ſoul. This is the time 
Of trial, Tarquin; and the grand event, 


To ſtamp thee fortune- proof. This enemy, 
The tenor of his life, his perſeverance, 


. 
Tar. 


. 


Might worry him returning. As this tale 


Marks the moſt dangerous, thence the moſt worthy 


Thou ever hadſt to cope withal. But he, 

If he hath gain d not. every mortal engine 

To aid his purpoſe, draws upon his head 

Sure ruin. To leave Rome, and ſeek the camp 


He falls in his own ſnare. | = 


Enter Anuxs and 'T1TUS, 


My ſons, you come 
In wiſh'd-for time; you know theſe accidents ? 
We heard them with amazement. 
5 Where is Sextus» 
The raviſher of matrons; who inſpires 
Idiots with ſenfe, and raiſes . 
AG his father? 


| 


We in'vain 2 7 | 


He was not in his tent. 


Tar. 


Well may he * 
To meet my prefence; ; by the immortal gods, 


This hand ſhould ſlay him for a fool, a dolt 
A common thief would, ere he robb'd a houſe, 


Firſt kill the maſtiff at the gate, who elſe © 


* 
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By buſy rumour to the ſoldiers ears 


May get acceſs, and if it doth, his preſence 


May be with fatal conſequence attended, 


Bid him {till hide himſelf, or to withdraw | 


Entirely from the camp. Myſelf will hence, 


And with theſe light-arm'd horſemen, intercept 
This Brutus on the road, which being done, 

I doubt not but to get ſpeedy admittance 

Into the city, where the unruly mob, 


Diſtract with fear, and multitude of counſels, 


Will of themſelves be ready for ſubmiſſion. 
Should he eſcape my hands, in every avenue 
Place truſty guards, and give ſtrict orders to them, 
To ſlay him ere he reach the camp. 

We ſhall not 


Be wanting on our part. 


Alas, my ſons! 
What ails ard father? | 
A ſudden damp, and creeping horror, ſeiz d me. 
Tis over now. I thought my throne fix'd firm 
As the everlaſting baſis of the earth, 
Fool that I was, to truſt to quibbling gods ! 


| When to the Delphic fane you took your way, 


What ſaid the dark expounder, who perplexes 
In double maze what ſhe pretends to unfold ? 


Theſe were the words of the Pythian ſorcereſs: 


<« Beaſts ſhall enjoy the reaſon of mankind, 


9 Renn 1 the ſnake diſturbance find. * 
This 


Ar. 


This is the beaſt, this is the fated ſnake, 
Whom you and I have cheriſh'd in our boſoms; 
And caſts his baneful mortal venom round, 
Threatening deſtruction. But, avaunt vain fears? 
I have been ſcared by omens : but the wretch 
Who yields to ſuperſtition, well deſerves 
To fall its ſacrifice. I'll haſte away. 
Cowards and fools misfortunes antedate : 

In his ownhand the brave man holds his fate. 


4 0 


. SCENE IV. Sextus's Tent, | 


ARUNs, SEXTUS, Tirus. 


A 


do not blame the deed, the ſimple deed! . 
you miſtake me quite! the deed might ſtand 
d; I'd turn my eyes another way, 
or add one tranſient flight remark of mine 
o thoſe of conſcientious, babbling, ſniveling, 
Mouth-watering knaves, who envy. every man 
he dainty morſel they can't eat themſelves. . 
But I ſee graved in equal characters, 
Bad conſequences, ſuch as theſe, to wit, 
evenge, and mutiny, and inſurrection, 
And baniſhment, and loſs of empire; theſe 
I till will harraſs and perplex thee with; 
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And ring thee ſuch alarms, that thou ſhalt wiſh 
The cut-throat Brutus, or gull'd Collatinus, 


Stood by thee rather, with their e ſwords 


Levell'd __ thy throat. 
Pr'ythee no more; 


1 don't repent 4 deed: as for the conſequences, 


Thy words can't add a ſting to my reflections. 
Yet I will ſting thee, I will taunt thee ſtill.— 
No, rather let me, like a loving brother, 


Turn thy apologiſt, and make excuſes. 
As thus. When luſt revels predominant, 


Folly and frenzy cut wild capriols 
In reaſon's court. Or thus, with languid eye, 


And whining tone When beauty fires the ſenſe, 


Beauty, ſoft tyrant ! amiable invader : 
Conſideration turns an hood-wink d aſs. 


Or thus, in grave and philoſophic vein— 


What mortal man can with his finite glance 
Survey the boundleſs waſte of future time, 


And cull out the events which there are ſown 


Crude, unexiſtent, till the all- potent hand 


Of Jove, uplifts them from the dark abyſs, 
And gives them form ſubſtantial?—Oh, man! man! 
What a vile fool art thou! By heaven and earth, 
The ſtalking monſter man grows every day 


Moreand more ſtupid and ridiculous. 


See the erect machine! he lifts his head, 


Proclaims himſelf a godling! Bend, ye abject, 


Inferior animals —0h, could I rank thee, 
Proud 


And not expand his wings? Eier he enjoys 


| Tit. 


Proud miſcreant, in thy place, there's not a beaſt 


Could I interpret, talks as well as thou doſt; 


Expect the liquid element to change, 


That he muſt beat his rival from the paſture. 
But why thus throw away my time on trifles! 


Is of mankind. Titus, ſee there! behold! . 
_ He too will boaſt his reaſon; yet he knows not 

The verieſt inſect will, when trod en 

This n I can't conceive. Oh, Aruns, Aruns! 


Did we ourſelves ſtill practiſe what we teach. 
Or run away faſt as her heels could bear her, 


Pour in thy potions, Titus; his hot blood 
Wants cooling medicines, ſedative morality. 
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But I would ſet above thee. Reaſon'thine! 
The matchleſs gift of ſpeech! An ox, an ape, 


His actions prove it.—Not foreſee events 
With all thy reaſon! Inſtinct then is better. 
Which of the herd will plunge into the did? 


And bear him as on land? Dide'er the eagle 
Forth from his lofty ayerie dart to the ground 


His lowing miſtreſs, the ſtern bull knows well 


The moſt inſipid theme that man can talk of 


Endeavour at reſiſtance. = . 
To what b 5 


Eier we ſet up for maſters, it were well 


Thou, with thy muſty rules!—Patience herſelf, 
At opening of thy mouth, would ſtop herears, 


Sextus, attend; thy fever ſhall abate, | 
| And 
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And thou ſhalt fall into a leaden ſlumber: 


And ſo 1 leave you both, either to other. 


_ Wiſe leach, may Phorbus aid thee at thy need! 
4, So ſhall thy Pape 


Exit. 
Aer, Aiflatisfied, Ad ichiding birnorifh? 


Did I not tell thee what I fear d would follow? 


I pr'ythee, do not thou reproach me too; 


Rather adviſe me in this hour of danger 


Ho I had beſt diſpoſe myſelf; to leave 


The camp, would argue fear, would argue ſhame ; | 
Nor would I mid the rabble ſo exalt 


Tbeie ſelf-conceit, to thin I aught could do 


To make me in their preſence hang my head 
For one, or the other cauſe. ations, F I doubt not, 
But that our father's ever-ready mind, 

Which like the Herce: bone 5 the "in 


dempeſt 
Still riſes ſtronger tate 


Will prompt him with the means of wiſh'd e 


That he will gain admittance into Rome 


I littie queſtion; and ſhould Brutus turn 
A different way to gain the camp, thoſe bands, 
Which with ſtrict orders watch each avenue; 


NS Will render us as good account of him. ¶ A hour. 


Tit. 


What ſound is that? r e b 
As of a multitude. 

| W It was; panties thr e 
Have taken- Brutus priſoner, or ſlain him, | 
Enter 


VET N e "6 | 
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Enter CLaupivs. 


Clad, Fly, fly, my lords! Brutus is in the camp; 
I faw him with theſe eyes; he waves aloft _ 
The bloody dagger ; all the ſoldiers hear him 
With wildeſt admiration and applauſe. 
He ſpeaks, as if he held the ſouls of men 
Within his hand, and moulded them at pleaſure. 
They look on him as they would view a god, 
Who, from the darkneſs which inveſted him, 
Seals forth, and Klee his ſtern brow in 
- Re | 
Nash the vengeful Fes of angry Jove. 
Herminius and Horatius too have join'd him. 
All cry aloud, Revenge! Revenge on Tarquin! 
Death to his ſons !—Fly ! fly! and fave yourſelves! 
Tit. Herminius and Horatius Traitors—How | 
Paſs'd he the guards? 
Claud. 11 ee him intriumphant. 
Tit. Where's Aruns? © 
Claud. He is fled, my lord, to Cære, 
And bids you follow him with n haſte. 
Tit. Win wilt thou 5 


3 I ſhall ftraitway to Gabii, 
As to a ſafe aby lum. Fare thee well 


Tit. Farewel to Sextus - Oh, pernieious fortune! 
From this day forth, I date the utter ruin 
Of Tarquin and his fons. f Exeunt. 


T7 _ 8e 


138 


Luc. 


T: "VA. 


| And who. is it that dares — me MAES 
This ſhall I anſwer ſtrait. As for my king. 
I know thee not: tho Tarquin well I know, 


Tar. 


Let * intreat you ben not a word. 


Held Rome inſlaved; againſt that cruel tyrant, 
. Theſe gates are barr'd; thoſe who. refuſes Mer 


Are all the Roman 5 * oi have dared | 


* LUCIUS JUNIUS/BRUTUS. 


SCENE V. The Wall of Rome. 


4a 1 4 & "# : 


1 at the Gate; Sis; Eats: hace. 


rixus, VALERIVS, and Roman People. | 


Whate'er he ſays to you, ye gentle Romans, 


| ay 1 I then 

Alter'd ſo much of late, that old 1 

Knows not his king? Why are theſe _—_ faſt 
barr'd ? Br Ti 


And know him for a tyrant, who long time, 
Many a dreadful year of ſervitude, | 


entrance wa bh 


Proclaim him baniſh'd from their land for ever. 
Is this thy gratitude, old man? Fromme 
Thou hadſt the authority thou now n 
The government of Rome. 
79 When "Wag 5 1 
1 held from thee the government, I own it. 


Thou from the en then didſt hold thy crown, 
| 5 Who've 
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Who've ſince depoſed thee ; from the people now 


I hold the interregal dignity. 


When Brutus from the camp ſhall with him bring 


The enfranchis'd army, if to him they give, 


Tar, 


Luc. 


Col. 
Val. 


With Collatinus join'd, as they've reſolved, 
The delegated truſt, their future conſuls, 
I ſhall with readineſs and pleaſure yield 


Into their hands my tranſitory ſway. 


Had any others in the Roman ſtate 

Fomented mid the people this rebellion, 

I ſhould not thus have wonder'd : but that you, 

You three, whom I've admitted to my councils, 

Loaded with honours, dignities, and gifts 

Of price, that you ſhould with the ingraetal 
Brutus, 

Whom as my child I've foſter'd, join to ruin 

Your gracious maſter, and kind benefactor, 

Is one of thoſe ſtrange accidents I labour 

In vain to reconcile to probability. 

For all the various favours I've received 

From Tarquin and his race, I am moſt orateful ; 

But chiefly grateful for my murder'd daughter. 

I for my raviſh'd and ſelf-ſlaughter'd wife. 

I, in the name of all the Roman people, 

Confeſs my gratitade ; the many favours 

On them beſtow'd, now for theſe many a year 

My greateſt happineſs have conſtituted. * - 

For Brutus, who is abſent, let me thank thee, 


Iu for his murder d father and his brother. 
| T 2 Tar. 


v3 
4 * il 2 1 y 
— n r 3 by 
r 
„„ LEE Ta OG 


BY . 1 . 
. 1 n 
. 
WE 72 
9 


140 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 
Tar. Lucretius! Collatinus! all the powers 
Who rule this univerſe can witneſs for me, 
How I deteſt that hateful deed ; none feels 
More for the injured father and the huſband ; 
None curſes more the impious perpetrator, 
Tho from theſe loins he ſprang, than I myſelf. 
No; let the criminal bear all the weight 
Of your juſt vengeance ; let him be brought forth 
Before the e, ſtand his trial, 
As by my royal word I ſwear he ſhall, _ 
Were he three times my ſon ; and is his death 
Decreed, he ſurely dies. But muſt the innocent 
Be with the guilty puniſh'd ? Mult the father 
Bear the ſon's crimes? the crimes which he abhors? 
Yes, when I heard the tale, Lucretius, 
I ſtarted back with horror, while * heart 
Mept tears of blood. 
# Luc. Such tears thou ſhedd'ſt over thy Reiben brother. 
e. Such Oer thy wife, brought to her timeleſs end. 
| el Such tears thou hedd'l over the good old king. 
I Lr. Such over each aſſaſſinated noble. 
Col. Such over every murder d Roman knight. 

ö Val. Such over every death- doom d citizen. | 
| Tar. How much you wrong my nature, you yourſely es 
[| Shall be the living judges. Prove my mercy, 

1 „ Return to your allegiance, reconcile 
| . To my authority the ductile croud 
By you ſeduced: do this, and here I ſwear, 
Ia preſence of the gods, by every tie 
_. TY” oo. Toth 
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Which binds mankind, my eyes ſhall overlook 
All that is paſs'd; nay more, I will ſubmit me 
To youradvice in all things, nor ſhall ought 
That you can aſk, not be by me perform d. 
Canſt thou reſtore my daughter to my arms? 
Canſt thou call forth my wife from her dark tomb? 
Canſt thou bring back to life ten thouſand Romans, 
By thy ambition ſlain, or cruelty? | 
Oh, Romans ! Oh, my countrymen ! to you 
Do I appeal from theſe injurious men. 
Lo, here I ſtand, helpleſs, and deſtitute, 
Imploring pity only, where I ought 
To claim obedience; prayers are the arms I uſe, - 
Does this beſpeak a tyrant ?—Sce theſe locks, 
Grey with the cares of government] theſe rather 
Beſpeak the father. I have goyern'd you 
For five and twenty years, during which time 
| I've fought your battles 'gainſt your enemies, 
From whom you have return'd with honour 
s crown d, 
Loaded with ſpoils. 4 m cover'd o'er with ſcars, 
For you received ; for ill doth he deſerve 
The name of royalty, who braves not peril, 
Who ſhrinks affrighted at the frown of death, | 
Vet tells his ſubjects he's not terrible, 9 
And bids them meet the fury face to face. = 
For you, and for your glory, hath my life Ml 
Been ſtill employ d, I'm wearied out with toil 
| Endured for you. To raiſe your name abroad, 
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And make each kingdom round you mention Rome, 


And what belongs to Rome with awe—All this 


I've done for you. For you have borne the froſt 
Of keen December, and for you ſuſtain'd 


The torrid dog-ſtar. Have I ever hoarded 


My ſhare of the plunder ? Fill'd my treaſury - 
With ſtuff which I deſpiſed, but as it ſerved 
To add to Rome new luſtre? Look behind you! 


Are not for you theſe ſumptuous buildings rais'd? | 


And for your honour? Let the gods themſelves 
Declare my motives, who now dwell in temples 
Fitting their dignity, and Rome's magnificence. 
For which of theſe my works am I exiled ? 


Oh, you have been deceived, groſsly deceived ! 
If Im accus'd of any fancied crimes 


Artfully lodged againſt me ; till the time 


You bid me reign, I ſhall, as it behoves me, 
Lay by my crown. Admit me then unarm d; 


Thus as a ſuppliant, with his naked head, 


Admit your king; he begs at your tribunal 


To plead his cauſe; he afks but common juſtice ; 


But to be heard, before he is condemn'd. 


Who can refrain from laughter at this ſight ? 


Tarquin, the moſt unjuſt of mortal men, 
Requiring juſtice ; Tarquin who ne'er heeded 


A ſuppliant's prayers, or in his wrath remember'd 
Sweet mercy, aſking pity of a people, 


| Whom he hath ever harraſs d with oppreſſion ? 


Their glory didſt thou ſeek ? No, twas thy own, 
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Proud man. Hadſt thou thy people's glory ſought, 
Or hadſt thou truly known wherein thy own 
Conſiſted, thou, wouldſt have deſired to ſee them 
Happy and free. What glory e er did ſlaves 
Receive from conqueſt? Or what happineſs 
Can ſlaves enjoy, ſeeing a ſplendid palace 
Or gorgeous temple ?—While within the heart 
Freedom fits not inthroned, and in that ſhrine, 
Where heaven's pure flame ſhould dwell, lurks 
diſcontent, 
And ſtruggling, though depreſs d, che generous 
ardor 
They from their anceſtors inherited, | 
What Roman is alive to, any thought 
But one, the ſecret wiſh of righteous vengeance? 
Retire, falſe wretch, odious to gods and men, 
Retire, cer tis too late, leſt, now. provok d, 
We ope our gates indeed, and ruſhing on thee, 
Thy ſentence change from baniſhment to death. 


Enter CLaupus to Tazguis: = cbs 


Claud. I 0 fent by the princes. 
Ter. 441991; en thy "WEN 
| 1 FR news; draw nearer and difcloſe it; 32 
But whiſper low, that none may over- hear thee. 
Claud. The guards, inſtead of feizing Brutus, brought him 
| Into the camp ; he gain'd the foldiers there, 
As he before had gain'd the citizens: 
Titus and Aruns are to Care fled, oh 
£ Sextus 
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Tar. 
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Sextus to Gabii ; Brutus is at hand, 
With all the cavalry; if you delay, 


My gracious lord, a moment, you are loſt. 


Ye factious demagogues! and ſtubborn people 
Once more attend your king This meſſenger 
Brings me advice, the army is at hand 
To aid their maſter ; Brutus, the arch- rebel, 
Is by their loyal ardor done to death; 


Nov then prepare to feel the utmoſt welght/ 


Of my avengement : if I enter in 


In all my terror, by the immortal gods, 


I will have no remorſe; I'll ſhew no pity ; ; 
I'll decimate the rebel crew, your limbs 

Shall feed the foxes, and each bird obſcene; 
Unburied, ſcatter'd o'er the blood-ſtain'd earth. 


What do ye tremble Vet deluded people, 


If eder the army come you ope your gates, 


Throw down your weapons, aſk my clemency ; 


Fal. 


Is ſhallow, and pierced through ; 


You ſhall, as little as you have deferv'd it, 


Or may expect ſuch clemency from me, 


All meet with mercy and a gracious pardon ; 
Nay, and at your requeſt, I'll ſpare your leaders, 
Provided they exile themſelves from Rome. 
thou ſpeak ſt in vain, ay artis 


Sit on the chalk d face of thy meſſen 
The army can't degenerate ſo far 


From thoſe brave men whom they have * kind; 


n not from thy native place Tarquipii, 
1 
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But Romans born, and will with joy receive 
Him who proclaims them free. —But ſhould he 
1 periſh, —, 

Should Brutus (which avert ye righteous powers !) 
' Have fail'd in his great enterprize, and met 
A glorious death; glorious in ſuch a cauſe, 
And hallow'd, tho by the hands of villains ſlain, 
Of regal tools; know, Tarquin, there are {till 
Enough to aſſume the part which he began; 
Not one, but fifty Brutus's are here, 
Who will, in the defence of liberty, 
Reſiſt thy power, till the laſt drop ſhall leave 
Their noble hearts: we are reſolved while life 
Is ours, to live like men; if die we muſt, 
As ſoon « or late all ſhall, like men to die. 

| [Shout at a diſtance. 
* Haw; tyrant! hear ! this is the ſound of fate, 
Which peals forth thy deſtruction; tis the ſhout 
Of liberty, the ſignal of ſucceſs; 
Brutus returns in triumph; let us all 
Prepare in worthy manner to receive 
Our great deliverer. This is the hour, 
By deſtiny decreed, to teach mankind, | 
But chiefly guilty kings, that there are gods 
Who care for mortal deeds, and rule with juſtice 
The realms of heaven above, and earth below. 

[ Exeunt. 


Tar, Ye furies, glut yourſelves ! if there are gods, 


Who bend ſo much from their prerogatiye, 
2 | To 
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| To league with rebel ſubjects 'gainſt their kings 
1 Make ſure your work ! ſtrike here ! blaſt me at 
I r : 
4 | h | Uſe me, as I would uſe the Roman people, 

Were they all as one worm beneath my feet 

| Thus would I trample them, and thus.—I leave 
thee, 
11 | 70 igh-towering City, keep thy bulwarks firm, 
1 With double ſtrength, cement thy ſtones together : 
| | | For if I err not, III raiſe ſuch a flame 
| Throughout Hetruria, as ſhall not be quench'd 
1 Till thou and all thy ſons be burnt as ſtubble 
YN Fired with one general blaze; ſhould to their aid 
| it 5 The traitors” guardian gods deſcend, I'll bear 
"8 The hurrying ſtorm along the troubled air, 
1 | 125 By 8 raiſed, impell d by brave deſpair. 

i | | Eu. 


|| I , SCENE VI. Rome. | 

it T 
F Brutus and 3 as Confals © _ Lidtors, 
Fl VALERIUs, LucRET1us, and others, 


11 Br. Indeed, my noble friends, you judge me righily; 
F | | | Theſe honours little move the mind of Brutus. 
| [| Ne. er did I covet gew-gaws, or the farce 

1 Of wind- blown pomp. Tis not the purple robe, 
The curule chair, the liQtors' keen-edg'd axe 
Infore ing homage, which e er drew one thought 
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Of mine aſide. But to behold a ſtate 

Deliver'd from oppreſſion, to expel 

Baſe ignominious ſlavery, with thoſe 

Who forged her chains for a free people's neck, 
To ſee that people bleſs'd with liberty, 

And think that we ſhall hand down to our children 

The moſt invaluable gift of heaven, 

_ *Twas this expectancy alone, which caſt 2 
A light through that black ſhade in which I dwelt, 
And now this having ſeen, could I enjoy 
The affurance of its being ſtill continued, 

Again, without a ſcruple, I'd retreat 
To my obſcurity, known to myſelf _ 
Alone, hail'd by no tongue, ſeen by no eye. 

Val. That may not be; yet in her infancy, 

Her joints quite ſlack, unable to perform 

Their motions, and proceed alone, Rome wants 

Thy thinking head, thy executive hand, | 
| And father's care. I will not fay my Joy 

Superior is to thine, but fare tis equal, 

At leaſt the force of it can't ſtrain a point 
Beyond its prefent reach, Lucretius too, 
And Collatinus, may now comfort feel, 

Mild as the beams of evening, when the ſun 
Looks placid forth, after the boiſtrous ſtorms 
Which overwhehn'd the day. 

Lat; We do, we do. 
Col. Such fellow -feeling with my noble colleague, 
Methinks my ſpirit hath, that J almoſt, 
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To ſee this hour, could venture to paſs rough 
Thoſe agonies, which tore my ſoul in twain. 


Enter a MESSENGER. 


M.. All health to Rome! her ſenate! and her conſuls! 
Br. Speak on what thou haſt farther to impart. 
M- I hither come, ſent by the inhabitants 


Br. 


Of Gabii ; they deſire to mix with you 
Their ſhare of pleaſure, for your late ſucceſs, 


And pray the gods you daily may increaſe ' 


In every earthly bleſſing. They intreat 
You'll ſtill eſteem them as your firm allies, 


And ancient friends. Chiefly they hail the man, 


Who firſt conceived, and dared, with brave reſolve, 
Reduce to action what his mind inſpired. 
Laſtly, I bring advice of Sextus death, 
Who came no ſooner to the gates of Gabii, 
Without his uſual train attending him, 
Than mindful of their injuries ſuſtain'd, 


Reſenting bis moſt cruel deeds, to which 
They had been long unwilling witneſſes, 


The populace ſurrounding him, with clubs 
And ſtones, the weapons which came firſt to hand, 
Slew the unpitied homicide, 
This meſſage 
Thou muſt deliver to the aſſembled fathers, 


From them receive thy anſwer. Now, Lucretia, 
Thy ghoſt may ceaſe to wander o'er the earth, 


And reſt in peace. 
| Luc. 
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1 


Luc. hBleſſed inhabitants 
Of Gabi! Oh, ye gods, your ways are juſt! 
Now will I fit me down, and try to bear 
Hateful old age, the affliction of mortality, 
But haſtening on its remedy and cure. 
Col. Yet I regret the villain ſhould be ſlain 


By any hand but mine. 
Enter CLAup1Us. 
aud. 1 Brutus here? 
My buſineſs is with him. 
Br. Another meſſenger? 


I know thee well ; diſcloſe thy errand ſtrait. 
Claud. I come from Aruns; what he bade me under, 
If liberty of ſpeech be granted me, 
I ſhall deliver. | 
Br. Speak; thy words are free. 
Claud. Then thus he ſays—tell Brutus, tell that traitor, 
| "That fool who was, that knave who ever will be; 
That ſhould I meet him in the field of battle, 
Were his ſkull trebly thicker than it is, 
I'd thoroughly examine its contents. 
Is this denied me ? When I bear the ſway 
With Titus, which perhaps he may remember 
We earn d together, I will ſend to Delphi, 
On purpoſe, for that cudgel he preſented 
Unto the god; with which each day his ſhoulders 
Shall be ſo flay'd, that he ſhall wiſh his feign'd 
Were 
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Were turn d to real inſenſibility, © 
Treated with this correction during life. 
Aſk him too, if his bravery wars with women, 
And whether he hath ſlain the aged queen ? 
Br. And doſt thou bring no other meſſage? 
Claud. None. 
Br. Tis worthy of the bender, and the ſent. 
Go tell thy pleaſant maſter, that I bear 
With Collatinus join'd, chief ſway in Rome ; 
Tell him the oracle is now fulfill'd; a 
Tell him I kiſsd my mother when I fell, 
E'en in the very portico of the temple, 
The earth, the general parent of us all. 
And if twill farther pleaſe him, that the cudgel, 
J to the god preſented, was an emblem 
Expreſſive of myſelf, a golden rod 
Beneath a caſe of wood. As to his threats, 
Tell him I heed them as the chiding gale, 
Or the ocean wave beating at the fix d baſe 
+ Of a high promontory. Though ſhould I meet 
him 
Mid the enfiitgain'S field in plotious fight, 
Engaged for the great cauſe of liberty, 
FI dare the proudeſt of my country's focs, 
And with the fword of vengeance, on his creſt . 
Engrave a mark indelible : tell him 
No Roman murders women: that we leave 
Jo Tarquin and his ſons ; even the croud 
Fd | 


Val. 


Br. 
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Purſued her only through the ſtreets with curſes, 
Invoked the furies of her parents on her, 

And ſaw her paſs the city gate; ſo hence 

In lr 80, to bim who ſent thee hither. 


Exit Claud. 
That denen & did but ill deſerve 
So civil a diſcharge. 
Were Aruns us, 
Neither would he have found it. Now, my 


friends, 
To-morrow will Horatius and Herminius, 
The Ardeats having to a truce agreed 
For fifteen years, lead all the army homeward. 
Then in the common meeting of the people, 
Leſt they ſhould think two kings inſtead of one 
(Though choſen annually) may lord it o'er. them; 
One of us, Collatinus, will lay down 


Our ſymbols of command, only reſumed 


Alternate month by month. The good Papirius, 

King of the holy things, ſhall offer up 

Our general ſacrifice, while we again, 

And every individual then aſſembled, 

Both for ourſelves and our poſterity, 

Renew our ſolemn oath ne'er to admit 

One of the Tarquin race. This night (more 

grateful 

Than clouds of incenſe) let our ſecret prayers, 

Our private gratitude, and thanks, aſcend 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


To the high-ruling powers. For howſoe er, 
Vain man may think he plans with arduous care, 
Their breath alone his ſentiments inſpires, 

They fill his breaſt with more than mortal fires, 
Their energy lights up the patriot flame, 

They raiſe the humble, and the haughty tame, 


They every human accident foreſee, 
To them not accident, but certainty. 
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PROLOGU E. — 


Winrar Mankind to ſacred freedom juſt, 
Have ſoay'd above the groveling Sons of duſt, ; 
Wheree'er the Arts their fragrant — have wove, 0 | 
Wheree'er the virtues leagued with Patriot love, | — | 
And bright- eyed Science thed her heavenly deus, : ; 
There public taſte hath nurſed the Tragic Muſe. | 1 
And Reaſon to her generous care conſigu'd, | ; 
The nobleſt, beſt emotions of the mine Chet 
"Tis her's where human inſtitutes are weak, f 
Wich firm, unbiaſt emphaſis to ſpeak. 
With geauine nature link perſuaſive art, 
And bind in magic ties the willing heart, 
She gives to view the Tyrant's naked breaſt, | 
What guilt diſturbs him, and what fears inſeſt. : 
She with abhorrence marks the Traitor's name, 
And cloaths Ambition in the robes of Shame; 
Depreſſes Cruelty ; and rears on high 
The ſtandard of Imperial liberty. 
Is Innocence by rigour ſtern ſubdued ? 
She ſteels her ſoul with conſcious fortitude. 
Bids her above this ſordid earth to riſe, 
And claim alliance with her native ſkies. 
Who then, by partial error led aſtray, 
With haſty cenſure brands the Tragic lay ? 
The glorious ſtrains which poliſh'd Athens taught, 
Refining and exalting human thought ? 
When Sages praiſed the Poet's moral pen ? : 
And liſtening Heroes felt that they were men ? 
What true defert is their's, at Viitue's call, 
Who make the obedient paſſions riſe or fall! 
Who in her Temple bid Mankind appear, 
Breathe the warm ſigh, and drop the hallow'd tear! 
For when by ideot laughter unpoſſeſt, 
She, gentle Goddeſs, ſeeks the ſoften'd breaſt. 
From grief itſelf a nameleſs pleaſure flows, 
And pity loves to melt at fancied woes. 
Nat through Antiquity's obſcurer ways, 
To climes remote our Britiſh Author ſtrays, 
Not from the Italian, or the French tranſlates, 
Alters old plots, or even imitates. 
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IV 


From your own Annals he his ſtory draws, 

Tradition long hath crown'd it with applauſe. 

When the fierce Danes their barbarous inroads plann's, 

And 7 e e harraſt land. 

When e theſe Walls, and to ß 

Nor — 1 —— dwelt _—— | 

Till the bold Citizens aſſail'd their Hoſt, | 

And drove the inſulting Miſcreants from their Coalt. 
Thus, for their Country, dared your Sires to bleed ; 

Nor have their Sons diſgraced the gallant deed. 


| Courageous now, as when they quell'd the *, 


Still faithful, loyal, generous, and humane. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


VOLNIR. 

K D R E Y. 

RODOLPH. 

r. 

OS WV. 

KRITHREIC, or SIGERERRT. 
CITIZENS, DANISH CAPTAINS, &C. 


GUNHILDA. 
E DIT H. A. | + 


SCENE. ExErTER, and the adjacent Country. 
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Vol. Sar not this city fall beneath my power? 
What magic buckler guards it? To my arms 
The puny offspring of this ſea-girt land © * 
Have yielded whereſoe er I fought. My ſhips 
Beneath their treaſures bend. The ravaged coaſt, 
Hence, to the fartheſt Orcades, laments © 
Hier ſlaughter d chiefs, and deſolated towns. 
What ſay'ſt thou Engliſhman ! Our firſt aſſault 
Hath proved in vain, will they withſtand 3 
Brith. Doubtleſs they will. In native courage bold, 
5" The warlike ſons of Iſca cannot droop  - 
Y By 


— 9 


I 
J 
7 


r 


n 


1 
OY: 


* _ hn 
WW. LOKI 7 


- 


— 


. — 
Tbs "GE at} 


n 


reer 


Ss 


gy) ITS 


4 5 

” * . wy 
yr e . 4 . n 9 5 N 
7 9 ** "ay » 8 8 


— 
3 


2 
IT n 


— 
- 


wh D 
= 9 * . „ — 
4 on OR 5. > lg 


158 E DIT HCA. 
By ſudden fear o ercome. To conquer them, 
Patience with ardent valour muſt be joined ; 

Nor will they yield, till cloſed within the net 
Of extreme fate and dire neceſſity. 
Vol. How doſt thou know their character ſo well ? 
| I thought thou told'ſt me, thou wert born far off, 
"Upon the banks of Trent ? 
_ Brith. | I told thee true. 
| But who, within theſe confines, is a ſtranger 
To the Damnonian fame? Their worth in arms 
Even their foes confeſs. Before theſe walls 
For two long tedious manths did Sweno mourn, 
Iluſtrious monarch, and with ſhame and rage 
Beheld his hlaſted layrels. Nor at length, 
But by a Norman traitor gain'd the place, 
Ignobly gain'd it. Why, O ill-adviſed, 
Would'ſt thou ſit dowp before it? 
Vol. | Brithric, hold! 
40 more with thy ill men d notes preſume 
Jo infeſt my gar. Haſt thou ſorgot, old man, 
When firſt I ſaw thee in thy boarded ſhip, 
be ſad ſurvivor of thy vanquith's crew, | 
Cover d with wounds? When I preſery'd thy life, 
And made my foc my friend? Far Yolnir ne'cr 
After the rage of fight, could plunge his ſword 
In the uaguarded boſom of the brave. 
Arith.No, Volnir, I can ne'er forget that 4. 
Vol. Thou haſt forgot it; elſe why interpoſe | 
Theſe frigid cautions ? Haſt thou cer with _ 
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Or counſels, aided me, ſince firſt I urged . 
The tide of war againſt the Anglian ſhore ? 


Now, by my ſword I fwear, when I have gain d 


Some glorious victory, theſe eyes have ſeen 
Thy cheek bedew'd with tears. 


_ Brith, | And ſay, could it thou 


Vol. 


View ruin with gigantic ſtride, paſs o'er 
Thy Denmark's breaſt unmoved? No,-ſutely, no. 


In other realms thou haſt not ſeen theſe feet 


Behind thee linger; my victorious arm 


Gothland hath witneſs d, and the Frank, the Scot, - 


Oft fled before the lightning of my ſpear. 
Theſe were my enemies as well as thine, 
But can a private tye, e en gratitude 
Strongeſt of all, make me forget the-love 


I owe my country? Periſh then this arm 


May theſe white locks unſeetmly ſtrew the duſt ! 

When my advice ſhall prompt, or hands dare 
execute | 

A guilty deed againſt my native ſoil! 

Why hath thy native ſoil ne er paid thy ranſom ? 

For well I know, thou art not of the race 


Of common men. 


Brith. Why aſk of me a queſtion 


Thou beſt can'ſt anſwer ? Would'ſt thou have 
permitted 


A meſſenger from me to feek my friends, 


Long, long e er now my ranſorn had been paid. 
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Thow know', the pleaſed, ds more enlighten 
manners, 
' And cuſtoms of well-regulated ſtates 5 
| By my inſtructions taught, to exalt me nik 
Amid thy warriors, conqueror as thou art, 
Thou know'ſt I have not willingly forſaken 
Thoſe I held dear. I left my ſoul's beſt portion, 
A valued wife; a young and growing daughter, 
An infant ſon I left. Could I forget 
In ſplendid ſlavery theſe tender names ? 
3 For life I am thy debtor, and have ſerved 
In other wars moſt faithfully. But till - 
Affection wrings my heart, and liberty 
Is unpoſſeſs d, tho I without a boaſt 
5 Might claim it as my due. 
„ So, join the foe, 
las murmurer to the city, and r 
Me, and my army. 
Brith. 30 no, I ſcorn 
7 The paths of baſeneſs. . Priſoner, to thee, 
} ts Unranſom d never wil I quit thy e 


_ . ; * 2 oy 


| ie ps PL 


Enter Ropol vn, with Eorrua, and oller Priſoners. 


Vol. Welcome, brave Rodolph ! H aſt thou well explored 
Ihe country toward the north: 
Rod. 


"UK EU MN 1 
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Dares and againſt us, terror-ſtruck they fly, 
And leave to us their numerous herds and flocks. 


J traced yon winding ſtream for many a mile, 


Through its luxuriant vale, fit haunt for gods. 


Unlike our blaſted heaths, here plenty dwells, 


' Clad in her richeſt robes, Could we poſleſs 


The city, with this ſcene before our view, 
Here might we fix our home, and each nerve ſtrung. 
With double vigour, braye the utmoſt force 


Of the whole adverſe iſle. A region this, 


Worthy of none but Denmark's valiant race.— 


| Bear off theſe priſoners. To my tent conduct 


Vol. 


Rad: 


This trembling fair one. Fear not, gentle damſel, 
Rodolph is thy protector. 
Stay awhile. 
Whence i is that beauteous maid ? 
A votareſs ſhe. 


3 within a neighbouring abbey's walls. 


We burſt the gate, and took her thence by force. 

Enough. Retire. [Exeunt Editha, c. 
. Rodolph, it ill becomes 

A ſoldier in the clamorous field of war 

To ſigh at beauty's feet. Tis our's to teach 


N The eager ſword to bite the creſted helm; 
To call the hawks of heaven, and bid them mark 


The joys of fight; to drench the ground in blood. 


Nor, till return'd from war, to take the maid, 
Or blooming widow to our wiſh'd embrace. 
: "2 
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Rod, Peat not ty chief; guarded with ſacred care 1 
Se dwells ſecure, PEER Vip, 

A matenleſs prize. | 

* So ſhall thy chief applaud thee. 
Now heat what we hive purpoſed. Be it thine 
To head à daring band by mme ſelected, 
And when the moon dips in the cave of night 
Yor! caſfle walls; myſelf will on the eit 
Pour my whole force, and with inceſſant ſtorm 
ä * 

1 en: | 

— heprobenndanary Exit. 


Rod. 


SCENE u. 
Wee Bains. 


Brith. I obſerved her well. 

Her modeſty, het air above the vulgar, 

Het unaſfected filent look of woe, 
Win ſtrange emotions fil d my heart. I pity her, 
* Her fate is to be envied. Rodolph's valour 
Dieſerves the faireſt. Where can beauty feel 
True pleaſtrre, but when * in the ecabrace 
1 


Brith, 
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Brit. toner De el 


The ln ei Her fad anxiety! - 

Torn from her friends ! Perhaps an aged father 
Now beats his breaſt, and curſes in deſpair, 
The cruel hand of fate. A frantic mother 
Perhaps now breathes her laſt, in anguiſh wild, 
Calling in vain upon her much- loved daughter. 
_ I bluſh to hear this weakneſs ; glad am I 
None of my noble Danes are witneſſes 

To this thy folly ; but if thou regard ſt 
My anger, date not with inglorious wailings 
Diſgrace my camp. War is no ſchool of pity. 
Nor would I, that the ſpirits of my followers, 
Rough and invincible, be e er degraded. 
To the ſoſt failings of the lilken crew, 


O'er whom they triumph, TOW: i im- 


pauarted, 
Why the heroic ſoul, but dun re 
Unmanly graſp of cowards, thoſe poſſeſſions 
They merit not to wrelt ? Riches and beauty, 
The harveſt of their labours? . 

Is it chen 
Denied vo fel for the affiited $2 7% 
nne 
Rut rule thy feelings; like a man, ſuppart 
Thy nature's ruby; ; feed on grief in nn 
[ Exit 


Brith, Ocurſe! to bear a mind whence ſweet humanity 


By barbarous cuſtom is exiled! To know Y 
| EY : 
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. No virtue; but ferocious brutal courage! 


Vet is this chief ſuperior to his race, 


And education which hath ſteel'd his n E 


To gentle pity, hath not quite eraſed 


The native ſenſe of rectitude. He ſ pared” 


My life; and loved a valour like his own.— 


The thoughts of this poor virgin ſtill diſtreſs me. 


Such is my daughter's age.—But ſhe's far diſtant. 
It cannot be.—And yet her mother's features 
Roſe to my mind. Tis but the fport of — 
Oh! could I once again behold my children, 


I chen might die in peace. But who can tell 
Whether ſome other band of theſe invaders 


May not have ſlain, or hurried them 3 

To fad captivity? Perhaps I mourn 

The abſence of the dead! or dead to me, 
Who never muſt behold them; doom'd to waſte 


. dee eg and die a ſa ve. 


{x SEW . 


4 3 Enter Roporrk. 


Brith, Haſt thou ſo ſoon left thy fair Sas 2 
Rod. New to misfortune i is the maid ; her ſorrow” 


Reſiſts all arguments; perſuaſion fails; 
Nor will ſhe hear a word of ſoothing 3 
She will be calm anon. Theſe warmer paſſions 


Sooneſt abate. Vet twas a ſcene of terror 


My gallant bands to deeds of vengeance. \ All 


From whence I ſnatch'd her; for the fooliſh crew 


Their gates had barricadoed, which provoked + 


All 


— 


E. DI T MH - 


All but ſhe; and one, 'whom at a poſtern door 

A youth bore off upon his rapid ſteed, 

Fell victims to the keen relentleſs ſword. 
Brill. Whence were the other captives ? 


Rod. They were taken 


From neighbouring villages, the ſoldier's plunder, 
— To them by lot diſtributed. 

Brith. | Would'ſt thou, 
Should I requeſt i it, ſuffer me to viſit 
This captive in thy tent? 5 

Rod. Hah! doſt thou know 
What tis thou aſk'ſt ? 

Brith. | I do. Thou would ſt be e 

DS To dry her tears? 

Rod. I would. 

Brit]. | | Tiis for that purpoſe 
I aſk an interview. I am her countryman, | 
And ſhould I to her ear unfold thy worth, 
Thy excellence above the other chiefs ; 
Make her of that good fortune ſenſible, 
Which, mid her depth of woe, to thy poſſeſſion 
Devoted her ; may not her mind be moved, 
Sooth'd by the cheering ſpeech of honeſt age, 
And caſt anxiety aſide ? 

Rod. I'll truſt thee. 

| Thy ſnowy head proclaims, that in thy breaſt 
The flame of warm deſire's long ſince extinct. 
Go Brithric. I would bend her to my wiſhes, 


But not reluctantly. The ſickly appetite 
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Of impotence may provocation need 


EDITH A 


In cold reſiſtance, but my glowing ſoul 

Seeks equal paſſion, and the yielding fair 

To bleſs, muſt covet bleſſing.— Hence, away! 
I wait on Volnir ; he hath now demanded 

Once more a parley ; and the haughty Albert, 
Exonia's Præfect to our camp draws nigh. Exit. 


Brit. Protect theſe towers, kind heaven! tho for the ſins 


Of guilty nations, for a time theſe robbers 
Bear thy vindictive ſcourge ; yet, teach mankind 
At length, that ſacrilege and cruelty 

Will draw the terrors of thy juſtice down ! 

That mercy is thy darling attribute, 

And thy arm bared to puniſh, not deſtroy ! 


* 
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SCENE I. Vorxir's Tent. Vol NIR and his 
| CAPTAINS. | 
Vol. Once more my noble friends, who choſe me 
willingly | 
Your leader in this war, I mean to try, 
Whether by mild perſuaſion, or by threats, 
This Albert may be ſhaken. For tho frankly 
You ruſh amid the tempeſt of the fight, 
To you not dreadful, and pour forth your blood, 
As well becomes the brave; yet do ye know 
To reliſh life, and all its genuine pleaſures. 
For this we leave our barren rocks, to tear 
From the luxurious arms of battening ſloth, 
Its wealth ſuperfluous, and its gorgeous robes, 
Rich gems, and ſpur to every great deſign 
The love-exciting fair. Nor would I rafhly, 
When dire neceſſity impels not, urge 


* 


Your feet to danger's fatal paths. Should Albert, 
Depending on its ſtrength, reſuſe to yield 
This well-girt city, he, like other foes, 
May buy our abſence dearly, and bring forth 
The hoarded gold and precious moveables, 
L 2 OS Which 
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Capt. 


To thee our intereſt; in the ſanguine field, 


k 


Fol. 


With pleaſure ; while we ſeek our native land, 


The path where Volnir, or where wiſdom leads, 


L 01TH A 
Which the affrighted citizens ſhall give 
With ſhips full-fraught, bearing a treaſure thither, 
Greater than Denmark ever ſaw before. 
Conſcious of thy ſuperior worth, we truſt 


Or mazy treaty, ſtedfaſt to purſue 


Enter Roporen, with ALBERT. 


The Præfect Albert. | 
He does well to obey 


ur ſummons. — Albert welcome. 


Think not Dane 


a hs ſpeech, that Albert's ads are 


govern'd 
But by his own free will Tis is true 1 come, 
And by thy meſſage prompted ; hut expecting 


No lordly looks to fee, to hear no terms 


Of inſult from a foe we need not dread. 
Our bulwarks laugh to ſcorn thy utmoſt force, 


Guarded by men, prepared as thou haſt found, 
Buried beneath their ruins to expire, | 


er ſtain their ſouls with infamy. 1 come, : 


* theſe verdant fields. For tho revenge 


Urged by an impulſe to thy breaſt unknown, 
That of humanity. To bid thee fly, 


For vengeance is at hand; to bid thee ſpare 


The ſtreams of blood, which fate prepares to pour 


Inſpires, 


Pol. 
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Inſpires, tho to the ravages of war 
You join fell cruelty, tho ſmoking villages, 
Women and children murder'd, well might ſteel 
To dire retaliation all our hearts 

Vet dear is every citizen to me! 

Theſe eyes have ſeen enough of death already. 
This hour is thine, retire: the next is our's: 
And thy retreat cut off, one r ruin 


Involves you all. 
Albert, I love thy boldneſs. 


A foe thou art, worthy. a ſon of Denmark 
To cope withal. But haſt thou mark d our camp? 
And warlike preparation? Think not vainly 


Thou can'ſt eſcape deſtruRtion. 2D luſh'd with 


conqueſt 4 
In every country from the PR ſea 


To this delightful region, nought avails 


'Thy bravery againſt us. Yonder walls 


Already totter to their deep-ſet baſe. 
. Conſult then this humanity of thine, : 


Alb. 


* 
* 


Open the gates; ſo ſhalt thou ſave the lives 
Of thy devoted citizens, and taſte | 


Our ampleſt clemency. 
| Whence haſt dion gain'd 


This as audacious man ? Becauſe 
So ſpiritleſs was our defence, when lately 
We beat thee from our ramparts? When thy 


braveſt 


Fell at our fret in deb! And'the We 
To 
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To cheir intrenehments — ? Can this have taught 
thee. 


ra y de bediene 
Of this one town alone thus roughly treated, 


When the collected force of Devon burſts 
In thunder on thee, as cer long it will, 


Pol. 


Alb. 
Pol. 


Alb. 


Jol. 


Shall riſe no more; but in the duſt be trod, 


Scorn d by the meaneſt pore of our iſle. 


So raſhly warm! 
So 3 bold. 

Wen de ile e e vain | 
And foreign to our purpoſe. Should we quit 
"Theſe girded walls, devoted to our will. — 


Your citizens are rich; ſay, with what ſum 


Will they: their freedom and their lives redeem ? 


Periſh the thought! were our ſtreets paved with 


gold, 
Expect ee unde ſhining 3 
For thee we hoard — but er to which 
Thou art Nan welcome 


When ruin enters o'er yon towers, toi horror 


Aud fell deſtruction riot in your ſtreets, 

Accufe not us of cruelty, the obſtinate 

- Urge their own fate, our conſciences are free. 
We willacquitthee Dane, till then farewell! [ Exit. 


Prepare my friends! from this determined man 
Expect no common ſhock. Each to his poſt 
| | Yet 
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Yet hath our ſteady and unſhaken valour, 
Met greater dangers than his utmoſt power 
Can bring in oppoſition, and with eaſe 


Subdued them all, Only reſolve to conquer 
And you're already conquerors. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Ronde Tent. 


EDITHA. 


O ſtate of horror! worſe than death itſelf ! 

Yes, I would die with pleaſure, to the ſword 
Submit my neck, or run to meet the blow. _ 
But ſave me ſpotleſs heaven ! Say, who art thon ? 


Enter BRITHRIC. 


Brith. A friend, a countryman, by Rodolph ſent— 
Ed. Rodolph! deteſted name! 
Brith. And why deteſted ! 
Thou art a ſtranger to his worth, his love— 
Ed. Tis monſtrous! Name it not. Said'ſt thou his 
love . | 7 
| Thou can'ſt not mean it. Cs, 
WR. Calm theſe tranſports virgin, 
And hear me plead his cauſe. 
Ed. I will not hear thee. 
'Tis poiſon to my ears. Diſhoneſt Engliſhman! 
82 Leave 
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Leave me; hence, to the robber who employed 


thee; 
Fitteſt ſociety! iz © 
* 8 Impaſſion'd thus, 858 


I will not leave thee. Bred up in „ | 
Thou haſt not taſted miſery's ſad cup, 

And therefore view'ſt thy lot with double anguiſh. 
But time with lenient hand will ſoothe thy grief, 
And teach thee to repay with gratitude, 

I be care, the love, the warm deſires of Rodolph. 
£24. Haſt thou out-lived thy feelings? Or art thou 

A willing ſlave? A traitor to thy country ? 

Or wert thou forced upon this odious taſæ? 
Thou know'ſt me not.—1 pity and forgive thee. 
Brill. Yet if reſentinent for thy country's wrongs, | 
Or thy own injuries, if the eſteem 5 
Of honour, and the innate love of virtue 
Permit thee not to yield; try what thou can't 
To gain forbearance ; try diflimulation ; 
To feign for honeſt purpoſes is lawful. 
He will ſubmit ; and lucky opportunity . 
By Perhaps will crown n thy wiſdom. 
Ed. Baſe adviſer ; 
Cloſe thy ow lips. When thee I violate, 
O pure ſincerity l O holy truth, 
When 1 ſhall ceaſe thy mandates to*adore ! 
May ignominy be my portion here, 
And heaven refuſe me happineſs hereafter ! ' 
Ol all the vices which my foul abhors, | 
#1 | 55 There's 
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There $ none whoſedirecommunion j would ſhun 
Like vile deceit; to every other erime | 
It forms a path, till the whole breaſt becomes 
A ſtore-houſe of pollution. As for thee, 
. Whoſe abjeQ mind is ſuited to thy tation, 
Hence from my ſight; and torture me no more. 
For know, I want no counſel but my own. - 
Britz. How I admire this warmth | Afide.] O gentle 
maid, . 
Whoſe anger bs ſo £5 a a delights 
The heart attuned in uniſon with thine ! 
Excuſe an old man's policy, who looks 
With tendereſt ſympathy on thy affliction. 
Who wiſh'd to prove if thy interior graces 
Equal d thy outward charms. Who knows wp 
danger, 
And would pour forth his blood to give hay ere 5 
For thou art like——O heaven ! 
| Can I believe | 
This ſudden e ? Thy face indeed is honeſt, 
And thoſe white hairs of age claim reverence. . 
The tear too wets thy cheek, ut why ſuſpect me? 
Thy trial ſhews thou didſt. Can with integrity -_ 
_ Suſpicion dwell ? So odious a companion? 
_ Brith,”T was not ſuſpicion, I diſclaim its weakneſs. 
"T was chance, 'twas curioſity, defire 
To have thee higher riſe in my eſteem. 
"Twas any thing but a deſign to injure 
Thy purity of. ſoul. When firſt I ſaw thee, 
Az Methought | 
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Mlethought my heart was link 'd to thine, I vow'd 
To do thee ſervice; but alas! what ſervice 
Can I, a wretched priſoner, afford! 
I may lament, but cannot reſcue thee. 
Ed. O Edred where art thou! O Bertha Bertha! 25 
Briti. What ſaid'ſt thou | What! . 
Ed. 1185 Whence is this wild a 2 
8135 Wyy doſt thou fix thy eyes, and gaze thus on me? 
Brith. Did'ſt thou not mention Edred ? LE: aca 
Ed. f . of him? ? 
Brith. Ani Bertha WY NES 
Ed: EI OCL 4 of did. 
Brith. 1 8. Are wer thy friends? 
Ed. My mater and my brother, Edits x 
Brith. + PEE. And thy n name 1 
EA. Is Editha. 
Britt. . lather f 135 9771 
Ed. | Was Earl "Sa 
ns 151 am he: 0 Editha! my child! 
Lam thy long-loſt father, I am Sigebert. 
Ed. My father! is it poſſible ! my father! 
Brith. I am indeed. Oh! I am wild with joy. 
Ed. And ſhall I know the bleſſing of a father! 
Brith. Thou ſhalt, thou ſhalt. Oh! not the light itſelf, 
Not the warm blood which gives me motion, ſenſe, 
Shall be ſo dear to me. I thought I ſaw 
The features of my Bertha. O my child ! 
My lovely Editha !—But in this place! 
Andi in this Ee 8 Ye angels ſtoop, 
Stoops: | 


n 


E EET FA 1 
Stoop on your wings of grace, and ſave my child! 

' Where is that beſt of women? Where is Bertha? 
And where thy brother? Are they not in Mercia? 

By what ſtrange myſtery art thou priſoner here? 

O my dear father! (to pronounce that name 

Thrills my whole 1 with berge Edred's 
valour, | * 

And youthful merit, won the 5 four : 

Of our great maſter Ethelred. Another 

Poſſeſſes thy. inheritance; to him 5 
He gaye domains which far exceeded thine, 

Here, in the bounds of Devon, ample rights, 
Foreſts, and large command. Thy ſad misfortune 
Was in this grateful bounty not forgotten. 

For long we've thought thee dead, unnumber d tears 
Hath Bertha pour'd, and ſtill the painful ſigh 

Oft ſwells her boſom. When ſhe heard thy ſhip 
Was by a tempeſt ſever'd from the reſt, . 

She fear'd the greedy waves had ſwallow'd i it, 

And mourn'd in bittereſt woe her huſband's death. 
Brill. Oh! had it not been ſever'd, Denmark's ſons 
Had not fo long ſpread ruin o'er my country; 

I had not yielded to this Daniſh chief, 

Oppreſs'd by numbers; nor with him dragg'd out 
Eighteen long years of tedious ſervitude. 

Nor had the father and the daughter thus 1 
Met helpleſs captives. But where is ſhe now? 
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. 8 This morn when laſt I fawthem— 
oh ! thou recall ſt the dreadful ſcene of blood, | 
The horrid maſſacre. Within that ſanQuary , 
Had Bertha and myſelf retired for ſafety. 8 
When at one gate the ſoe demanded entrance, | 
We heard the voice of Edred at the other. 
Either by chance, or fearing their intent 

He came, but unattended ; ſtrait he placed 


My on his courſer, and out- ſtripp d 
The winds for her deliverance. 
Brith. | Noble youth! 


Ed. By this, no doubt, he hath regain'd the city. 


Where, with his houſhold train in deeds of danger 
He is the foremoſt, and encourages 
The1 Y ſ remiſs to action. 


Britti. O my daughter! 


Grief mingles with my joy. Preſerve him heaven ! 
And lead him on to victory For thee 
I weep, my Editha. Ah! what avails i it 
That thou wert fnatch'd from flaughter, if thou 
M iuſt be expoſed to ſavage violation 


Ed. Let us not murmur. That almighty power 


Who faved me there as by a miracle, 
Can here ſupport me: 
Brith. . In that power I truſt. 
But I muſt guard thee with a father's love! 
And dangerous is the path I ſhall purſue. 
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Tu henee to Volnir, in whoſe breaſt I claim 


Some ſhare of confidence, to him diſeloſe 
Rodalph's inſtructions, his deſign on thee ; 


I will enlarge on his inglorious paſſion. 


So ſtrict his diſeipline he will, F know, 


Ed. 


Divide you till they re- embark. Mean- time 
I may deviſe ſome other plan to ſave thee, 
To thee, and heaven, do I mit myſelf. 


Brith. Farewell my child! I could almoſt perſuade 


My olq fond heart, that innocence, like thine, 


Might melt the moſt relentleſs ſon of Denmark 


To foft humanity.— Farewell | farewell! [ Exit. 


Farewell! May all-overwatching providence 
Aſh thy pious care, and ſhield thy . 


Enter Ronorrn. 


Rod. Once more, my beauteous captive, e er I plunge 
Amid the ſtorm of war, I come to hear 


Ed. 
Rod. 


7 


Thou can't not underſtand. 


More gentle accents from thy mouth, to meet 
More gentle glances from thy eyes. Hath Brithric, 
My friend, thy ancient N been with thee? 


He hath. 


Theo Wen ns AH a 


And his perſuaſions have not overcome 


That ftubborn heart. * 
Away! I would reproach thee. 
But ſentiments like mine will prompt a language 


Rod, | 


ED! IU T: MH A 


o Hahl Dot thou know 
8 My power oer the i abſolute? 
Ed. I Know it. 
e to accidents, to violence, 3 
This outward frame is ſubject; but the mind | 


Y - Enjoys her glorious freedom uncontroul'd. 
Rod. Nor have I hurt that mind, tho' privileged 

_ war and conqueſt. 
Ed. 8 Rather ſay by facrilege, 


| Rapine, and cruelty. All other nations 
EReſpect the matron and the hoary fire, 
Melt at the virgin's and the infant's tear. 
Thuy ſavage race, intent on ruthleſs ſlaughter, . 
| , Heeds none of theſe ; nor can the holieſt places 
Protect them from their fury. Like the tiger, 
Which loves to ſwim in blood, and tears the flock, 


+ Tho gorged with food, in-frantic wantonneſs. 
« Rod. What treatment can a foe expect but death, 
1 Or ſlavery, from a foe ? We have not yet | 
A .,  Enervated our minds by ſouthern manners. 
5 Nurſed in the arms of war, I love the fight, 
'F The whizzing arrow, and the flying ipcar, 
AF . The clang of ſhields, and tempeſt of the field. 
„ To love my country, and to hate my enemy, 
1 | tp mine. What virtue can exalt the _ 
A O man, but courage ? | ; 
4 . Ed. Mercy and compat jon, 
'q 1 Which bind a wreathe around the warrior's helm, 
Al nd lead his footſteps in the paths of glory. 
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; Rod. And guard him doubtleſs i in the day of battle ! 
By theſe your Engliſhmen have fought ſo bravely, 
And with reſiſtleſs ardour ſtopp'd our courſe. 
Such virtues ever may my foes poſſeſ!! 

Ed. O blind to truth! uncivilized barbarian! 
With what diſdain the poliſh'd ſoul beholds 
The man who ſinks himſelf beneath the brute ! _ 

Nod. No more. Thou wilt perchance repent this pride. 

Ed. No; I deſpiſe thee from a nobler motive; : 

Il ſoar above thee; conſcious of a dignity” - 
Thy heart ne'er felt, the dignity of virtue. 
Nod. That be thy ſolace here! I go to execute 
wy chief's commands. {ABER moon hath left the 
heavens,” © 
The clouds of night _ o'er -the W city, 
And lull it to its fate. "NR * with 
beauty, F 40.4 
 Excelling all my eyes have ſeen W 
Vet think not I ſhall ſoothe, and fawn, Fl” * 
For favours in my power. Thou art my captive. 

Ed. But am thy captive only while I pleaſe. 

Think ſt thou I prize my life beyond my honour? 

Rod. The words of many a fair, who, to enhance 

The boon, would make it difficult to win. | 

So far I've been thy lover, when I next Ah 

Return with victory, expect thy maſter. be. 
Ed. A flave! a maſter Vet I could ſubmit 

To the moſt humble ſervile offices, | ih 


With innocence, companion of my toil, 
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If my own heart repronach d me not, nor ſhanw 
Sat kindling on my check. And could I leave 
My native country ? leave my friends? my brother ? 
A mother, who her being wrapt in mine, 
Lives but in me? O my deat long-loſt father ! 
So lately found! Save, ſave me from the thought ! 
Vet, what can't thou! A ſlave to theſe barbarians ! 
A wretched ſlave |—Oh! never ſhall I ſee 
My parents meet, a witneſs to their joy, 
I ſhall not tend their age, and ſmooth its cares, 
Or drop the pious tear upon their grave. 
W. knows my future e ſoul * 
oi . 
Nor thro the horrid —_ hw e | 
O thou ſupreme oer all! to whom I bend 
Wich humbleſt/duty, let thy power be ſhewn |! 
Confound tyrannic force ! ſupport the weak ! 
And _ A foul ee . 


* ; 
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ALBERT and Cittzuxs. 


Alb. The time requires our ttricteſt ace | 
Is the watch doubled? Haſt thou viſited 
e pre f 
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Alb. 
By love of liberty, by brave diſdain, 
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Protected by our walls, and more 


And hatred of our unrelenting foes, 


We need not fear. — This bold adventurer, 


Equal to Swein in bravery and conduct, 
Whoſe fame in arms hath call'd forth Denmark's 


Ear. 


ſons, 
By choice to follow his unfolded ſtandard, 


Shall, with his numerous hoſt, or ſtarve beneath 


Our unſcaled mounds, or ſeek * —_ with 
ſhame, 
If (as I truſt you will), with Ready valour, 
You guard your native City ; if your deeds 
Anſwer in future to your laſt day's actions. 
And lo! where comes our ſuccour and ſupport, 
Heroic Edred !—Noble youth, right welcome! 
Thou haſt ſucceeded in thy enterprize ? 
In part, and but in part.—Alas, my friend! 
What we this morning dreaded is complete. 
The inhuman Dane no holy place reveres. 


The abbey is deſpoil'd, the virgin train 


Murder d. Aſſiſted by the hand of heaven, 
Bertha is ſaved. —But oh ! my noble ſiſter ! 
How cruel is her fate! a priſoner 

To theſe barbarians! Seeing them retreat, 


I turn'd my ſteps, and ſought among the ſlain, 


She was not to be found. I have not time 
To tell thee all ; for as with ſtealthy pace, 


Skreen'd by the globin of night, thro ſecret paths 
Bb | The 
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The careful foe. I ſhunn'd, methqught I heard 
A ſound confuſed. of feet, and murmuring voices, 
And trait. the glimpſe of armour caught my eye. 
Some action is on foot; they ſeem d to me 
As winding toward the caſtle, 

Let them come. 


il They ſteal not on a ſleeping enemy; 


We are prepared: and as a lofty rock 


Beats back the furiqus waves Which rage in vain, 


So ſhall before our well mann d battlements 
Theſe ravagers retire.— I ſee thy grief 

Thou gallant youth; and for thy hapleſs ſiſter 
Feel ſimilar emotions to thy own. , 

The lovely Editha all hearts confeſs 


| Uunparagon d in beauty, and in virtue. 
 Edr. 


Oh ! witneſs. heaven! no common love I bore her 
No brother ever better, loved a ſifter ; 
And ſhe deſerved my love. Her active ſoy}: 
Soaring above the weakneſs of her ſex, 

My younger. ſpirit raiſed to. glorious daring. 
When but a boy, ſhe to my liſtening ear, 
Taugt all the martial deeds of my great anceſtors. 
She ſet before my eye my father's virtues, 


(Whoſe early death my mother ever mourus: 


Aud bade me tread like them the paths of fame. 


If aught within this breaſt tranſcends the vulgar, 


B!y her was Kkindled. 


To her the debt is due, the generous fre 


"Twas unforty | 


2 


Alb. 


Kar. 
Nor feek I any comfort but revenge. 
join with me there my friend! Let us this inſtant 
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Oh! 1 ws Real 6, That they ſhould think 
| The tiesof faith would check thoſe 1aWieſs robbers! 


That I ſhould ſuffer them to put in praQtice 
So idle a reſolve! Expoſed to danger, 


When here with us they might have dwelt in ſafety. 


For what is ſacred to the Daniſh race? 
They ſpare not hoary age, nor innocence 
Within its mother's claſping arms inſhirined, 
Nor een religion at the hallow'd altar. 
Would I could comfort thee ! 

| That wiſh is vain. 


Pour forth the tide'of fury on their camp. 


My eager ſword is thirſty for revenge. 


Alb. 


The holy virgins weltering in their blood, 

My raviſh'd ſiſter's wrongs now urge me on, 
String all my nerves, and fill my foul with ardour. 
Thou haſt forgot thy tidings. But whate er 
Shall happen, all is ready for defence, 

Or vigorous onſet ; by each public motive, 


And private ſentiment impell'd, this arm 


Shall join with thine in boldeſt enterprize ; 


And deep upon the Daniſh creſts, inſcribe 


In bloody characters, the holy compact. 
But much I wonder, Oſwy with his powers 
Is not as yet arrived; this morn he ſent 

A meſſenger, who told nie e er the ſun 
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Set in the weſt, we ſhould behold his camp 
Pitch'd on the neighbouring hills ; with haſty 
march, 
He from the bounds of Tamas to our aid 
Approaches. 
Never did my heart eſteem. 


That lord; in words, moſt fierce, in action, cold; 


Of crafty and deſigning nature, he, 
A ſlave to avarice, and inherent baſeneſs. 
He hath a beauteous daughter. 

True, he hath; 
Gunhilda. With an ample dower to me 


He would have given the maid ; but underneath 


The veil of faireſt ſemblance, I beheld 

A ſoul too like her father's, and refuſed her. 

Since which enraged, they ever have purſued me 

With baſe inſidious hate, which I deſpiſe. 
[A trumpet ſounds. 

The ſignal of alarm! - pla 


Enter a CITIZEN. 


Our ſcouts inform us 
A party of the foe, in deepeſt ſilence, 


ls climbing the aſcent beneath the caſtle. 


Another party to the eaſtern gate, 


With rapid haſte advances. - 


This my Edred, 


This i is the xe wiſh'd-fo hour, the hour of glory! 
She 


ate 


She holds her prize aloft, and animates 
The choſen breaſt with tenfold intrepidity.— 
The caſtle be thy care ; we guard the gate. 
And now my friend, the warrior's courteſy, 
One brief embrace!—The reſt belongs to heaven. 
Edr. And heaven is juſt My keen-edged ſword I draw, 
Which ſhall not to its ſcabbard be reſtored, 
Till drench'd and ſatiated with Daniſh blood. 
F [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. The Camp. Vornit's Tent. 


Vornis, Roporrn, and Danisn CAPTAINS. 


Vol. 


Rod. 


Again repulſed! again with ſhame compell'd 
To ſeek our camp! The Daniſh genius droops. 
Oh ! where was Rodolph's matchleſs valour ! where 
That untamed ſpirit wont to riſe ſuperior 
To every obſtack ! the waves of chance 
To ſtem with ſteady breaſt, and gain the ſhore ! 
To preſs againſt the hand of oppoſition, 
And urge his way more ſwiftly for reſiſtance ! 
But love, fond love, enſlaved the warrior's heart, 
Beauty's foft chains had ſhackled his bold ſpirit, 
And he was conquer d e'er he ſought the fight. 
Now, by my ſoul, thou ſee'ſt the fair no more, 
Till we have laid thoſe turrets in the duſt, 
And ſteer our courſe toward Denmark. 

Theſe reproaches. 


No doubt become thee well. Injuſtice ever 


With weak excuſes vindicates its actions. 


But I'm perhaps a ſtranger, and thou never 


Scarce can I truſt my ears; theſe taunts from thee! 


Beheld'ſt 
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Beheld ſt my footſteps in the crimſon field, 
Or ſword deſtructive dealing ſlaughter round. 
And didſt thou take my captive from my tent? 
And do I live and bear this injury? 

Vol. No more raſh man. Learn thou thy duty better. 

Did I not charge thee not to wooe the maid? 
What! ſhall our camp be changed into a ſchool 

Of wanton dalliance? Of inglorious love? 

Our deeds depend not on the breath of Rodolph. 

We judge, we act, from reaſon's firm reſolves. 

Rod. Oh! would we were in Denmark! I ſhould there 
Meet thee thy equal. See my friends, the man, 
Who acts, who judges, as firm reaſon dictates ! 
He ſaw the beauteous priſoner, he loved her, 
And from his envied rival took the maid. 

But love no doubt is glorious in the chief, 
| And baſe unmanly dalliance in the ſoldier. 

Vol. What power withholds, that now I ruſh not on thee, 
And ſmite thee to the earth? The fixed ſoul, 
Which conſcieus of its rectitude, deſpiſes 

A madman's calurany.—But urge no farther. 
It may be dangerous. — Vet, hear me all! 
And thou attend In yonder tent incloſed, 
She dwells, to me as tho ſhe not exiſted, 

Or was not form'd of mortal elements, 

And ſubje& to the paſſions of mankind. 

No private end I ſeek; the public good 
Is all my care; and from the warm emotion 
A bar of froſt ſecures this ſettled boſom. 
Retire; 
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Retire; and in thy tent converſe with ſhame, 
The attendant of unguarded liberty, | 
And thoughtlefs I” I IR thee. Begone. 


. Rod. 


Enter | 4 1 


Sol. As in our fartheſt limits toward the city, | 
I with my fellows held obſervant watch, 
A damſel crofs'd our way with two attendants. 
She bade us ſtraitway lead her to our chief, 
1 And begs to be admitted to thy Siena 
Jol. eke her before us. 


Enter GunniLD A. 


m__ Mid the paths of death, j 
And throng of hoſtile arms, fay gentle maid, 
What brings thee hither at this hour of night ? 


_ Gun, Art thou the much-famed leader of the Danes? 


Fol. MY name is Volnir. | 
Gun. | Hail iluſtrious chief! * 


My errand is to thee, and my requeſt 
| 1 favour of thy private ear. 
Pal. Retire. | To the attendants, 
Thy Il is granted. From a meſſenger 
So beauteous, and ſo rare, I may expect 
No common tidings. Whence,” and who art 


5 thou? 


Cun. From Devon's weſt extreme I come; a friend 


To thee and Denmark. 
Vol. 


Vol. 
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How a friend! Proceed. 


Gun. Art thou ambitious o'er this town to triumph ? 


To gird the conqueror's laurel round thy brow ? 
And all thy valiant hoſt enrich with plunder ? 
A female tongue ſhall teach thee how to act. 


Vol. Whoe'er thou art, whatever be thy counſel, 


Gun. 


nf 


Thou read'ſt my wiſh aright. 

I am the 4 
Of Oſwy, powerful chief, a name to thee 
Well-known, my name Gunhilda. In our veins 
Flows Daniſh blood; e'er that inhuman maſſacre 
Deſtroy'd thy countrymen, by holy union 
Of marriage 'twas acquired. - 

Say on fair damſel. 

Thus then; my father with a mighty aid _ 
Is near at hand prepared to raiſe this ſiege ; 
So Albert credits, fo the citizens. 
But if thy heart conſent with his, to terms 
Which I ſhall now propoſe, the town is thine. 


Vol. What bond coercive anſwers for his faith 4 


Gun. 
Vol. 
Gun. 


I wilt remain with thee a willing hoſtage. 
"Tis well; the terms unfold. 
On Oſwy's part 

He nn when hoſt with adverſe hoſt 
Is mix'd in fight, to fly with all his troops. 
Then while the citizens confuſedly urge 
Their paſſage to the walls, thy friends may enter 
With the affrighted croud. Or e'er two days 
Are ſpent, when he is in the city poſted, 
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Retire ; and in thy tent converſe with ſhame, 
The attendant of unguarded liberty, 


| And thoughtleſs nn 1 Pardon thee. Begone. 
LE. ** 


Enter a SOLDIER. 


As in our fartheſt limits toward the city, 
J with my fellows held obſervant watch, 
A damſfel crofs'd our way with two attendants. 
he bade us ſtraitway lead her to our chief, | 
And begs to be admitted to thy reno 
Fol. _— her before us. 


Enter GuxRilD A. 


Fel. Mid the paths of n 
And throng of hoſtile arms, ſay gentle maid, 
What brings thee hither at this hour of night? 
Eun. Art thou the much-famed leader of the Danes? 


Fol. MY name is Volnir. 
Gun. | Hail illuſtrious chief! 


My errand is to thee, and my requeſt 


| Ihe favour 1 thy private ear. 
Fol. Retire. ¶ To the attendants, 


Thy: will is granted. From a meſſenger 
So beauteous, and ſo rare, I may expect 
No common tidings. Whence,/ and who art 
thou? | | 
Cun- From Devon's weſt extreme I come; 2 friend 


To thee and Denmark. 


Vol. 


Vol. 
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How a friend Prod: 


Gun. Art thou ambitious o'er this town to triumph ? 


Pol. 


Gun, 


Fol. 


Gun. 


To gird the conqueror's laurel round thy brow ? 
And all thy valiant hoſt enrich with plunder ? 

A female tongue ſhall teach thee how to act. 
Whoe'er thou art, whatever be thy counſel, 

Thou read'ſt my wiſh aright. 

I am the daughter 

Of Oſwy, powerful chief, a name to thee 
Well-known, my name Gunhilda. In our veins 


Flows Daniſh blood; e'er that inhuman maſſacre 


Deſtroy d thy countrymen, by holy union 
Of marriage 'twas acquired. 1 
Say on fair damſel. 
Thus then; my father with a mighty aid 
Is near at hand prepared to raiſe this ſiege; 
So Albert credits, ſo the citizens. 
But if thy heart conſent with his, to terms 
Which I ſhall now propoſe, the town is thine. 


Jol. What bond coercive anſwers for his faith? 


Gun. 
Vol. 
Gun. 


I wilt remain with thee a willing hoſtage. 
"Tis well; the terms unfold. 

On Oſwy's part 
He promiſes, when hoſt with adverſe hoſt 
Is mix'd in fight, to fly with all his troops. 
Then while the citizens confuſedly urge 
Their paſlage to the walls, thy friends may enter 


With the affrighted croud. Or e er two days 


Are ſpent, when he is in the city poſted, 
Ce I 
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He will, the gate committed to his care, 


To thee deliver at a certain hour. 
From thee he aſks in coin, in plate, or gems, 


Secretly given, a third part of the ſpoil. 


He wiſhes thee to curb impetuous rage, 
Nor ſhed unneceſſary blood, but one, 
One odious life, he at thy hands requires. 


Fol. Name the devoted victim. 


Edred ; he 
Who every needy artizan Lacs 
With pride, and every vile mechanic breaſt, 
With obſtinacy. He it is who checks thy courle, 


| Thy greateſt enemy and our's. 


| I know 
The youth ; when firſt we for this ſiege prepared, 
He came with Albert, and defied our power. 
Bold were his words, and ſtately was his mien. 
I ſaw him afterwards like lightning pierce 


O.ur thickeſt ranks, his fury front to front 


Rodolph oppoſed, and deſperate was the fight ; 
But Rodolph's arm prevailed not. he ruſh'd, 
And havock mark'd his way. This night again 
His valour foil'd us; he, our priſoners ſay, 

The citadel defended. We accept 
Thy terms fair ſtranger. To the noble Oſwy, 
We ſwear the third part of the 125 to give, 


And Edred's forfeit life. 


He aſks no more. 
The firſt he chimsa debt of juſtice, due 


From 
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Fre rom this to his deſerts; the laſt, a ſacriſice 
To the diminifh'd honour of his houſe, 


And fullied name. "Twere long, nor need ] tell 


un. 


Fol. 


The cauſe of his deſired revenge; enough 


That Edred is beyond expreſſion falfe, 


Vile, contumelious, and that we would ſee, 


With pleaſure fee this iſland from its bhaſe 


Torn by an earthquake, and with all its rocks 
Plunged in the main, ſo he might ſink beneath 
The ponderous ruins. 
Bee it as thou wilt 

My generous hoſtage. We will pay the gebt 
Of juſtice and of vengeance. Were he placed 
Within our power, had he a e lives 
He dies. 

That thought gives nd to my ſoul, 
For that I braved the horrors of the night, 


That ſteeld the weaker nature of my ſex, 


And brought me hither ſpite of danger's frown, 


And the pale eye of fear. 


Diſmiſs all fear. 
Here thou art ſafe as in thy father's palace, 


My hardy Danes ſhall form a bulwark round thee, 


As round the temple of ſome ſacred power, 


By whoſe ſuperior aid they may obtain 

Each ſplendid trophy of triumphant war, 

Wealth, conqueſt, and renown.—Lead to the tent 

Of Rodolph's captive, this illuſtrious ſtranger 

Colle a band of the moſt beauteous ſlaves 
„ To 
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To wait upon her perſon. She demands | 
Reſpect and reverence from each ſon of Denmark, 
Gun. Collect them not; I need not their attendance. 
Send back with ſpeedy diligence my guides. 
Tis meet I ſhould be private. To thy worth 
I truſt, great chief, for ſafety and protection. 
Vol. We all are thine, and with obſequious venineſs 
Shall thy commands obey. 
Gun. | My confidence 
Is fully wed, I thank thee for thy care. [Extt. 
vol. What ſmall events may ſhake the firmeſt ſtates ! 
Armies deſtroy, and ſack imperial cities! 
The verieſt trifles oftentimes beget ? 
Important conſequences. Private ſpleen, 
A female pique, perhaps a fooliſh quarrel, 
A diſappointed paſſion, or the ſting . 
Of wayward pride, betrays without a blow r- 
This town, which I almoſt deſpair d to win 
By open force. Chance governs all below. 
To Britiſh treachery, Britiſh valour yields. | 
The rich reward, and golden harveſt mince. [ Ex. 


SCENE H. Te Oy. 
EDRED, Oswr, ALBERT. 


Zar. This cold advice is out of ſeaſon, Oſwy. 

I would not give to them a moment's reſpite. 
Why not * _ where fortune leads 
While 


While yet they droop, and {truck with fear, 
lament 


Our proſperous arms, let us attack their camp. 
E'er the grey dawn appears above the hills, 
When heavy ſleep weighs down their lids ofer- 
watch'd, 
L“eet us in ſilence to their tents proceed, 
Then like a whirlwind on their ſquadrons ruſh, 
And wake them from repoſe to breathe their laſt. 
O/. Was it for this, with rapid march I came 
Io your relief? And muſt experience ſtoop 
To the raſh fervour of impatient youth ? 
To-morrow, by the addition of my forces, 
Who now fatigued and ſpiritleſs, require 
Refreſhment due, you gain a certain victory. 
To pals by the indignity you offer 
By this attempt to me; Why ſhould you court 
Unneceſſary peril? Rather why | 
With headlong madneſs hurry on to meet 
Inevitable fate, and ſure deſtruction? 
Edr. There is a time, when what the calmer tongue 
Stiles raſhneſs, is the voice of trueſt wiſdom. 
Had we not tried theſe Danes thou might'ſt 
perſuade us 
That they are unaſſailable, exempt 
From wounds, nor ſubject to mortality. 
Indignity to thee by this attempt! 
Wie mean it not. E'er thou wert in the city, 
Our plan was laid, cee eee, | 
; ut 
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1 
But ſhould we fight, nay, overcome without thee, 


Say, ſhould'ſt thou not rejoice whatever hand 


Laid low thy country's foes ? The patriot heart 
Diſclaims each intereſted ſentiment, 

Nor heeds falfe glory but the public good. 

And Oſwy ſurely ſeeks the public good, 

Tho differing in opinion. This attack 

Was pre-determined ; and I think jt bears 

A ſeemly aſpect. For thy ſpeed we thank thee, 
And for thy caution Ofwy. We ſhall guide, 
Doubt not, this enterprize, with prudence. Thou 
See that thy harraſs d troops be well refreſh'd. 
This night's attempt, if with ſuccefs uncrown'd, 
Will not impede but that we join to-morrow, 


And with united ſtrength engage the Danes. 


Proſperity attend you! tho I fear 


The circumſpection of the enemy, 


And tremble for th' event. [ Exit. 
The daſtard ſpirit, 

Not e en a beam from heaven could enkindle. 

The lukewarm Oſwy trembles for the event. 

He fears leſt we ſhould conquer. Envy, fraud, 

And every creeping paſſion fills his breaſt. 

But as we know him, ſo we ſhall not truſt him. 

Now let us hence, and join our ardent bands, 

Who cover'd by the friendly veil of night, 

Shall hurl confuſion thro the adverſe hoſt. 

No tardineſs is mine haſte before 

The needful orders ſhall with ſpeed be given. | Exit. 
| | Kar. 
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Ear. O Editha! my ſiſter ! hapleſs maid! _ 
Not for my country only, but for thee 
Form'd I this bold adventure.—Generous Albert! 
He too reveres thy virtues.—Thro the gloom 
I ſee. methinks thy injured form wave on 
Our daring ſteps! The deſart lioneſs 

| Seeks not her raviſh'd young with greater rage, 

Than I will thro theſe ſpoilers cut my way, 
To reſcue thee, or gain a glorious death. { Exit. 


SCENE III. The Camp. "VOL. Tent. 


Voinir and one of his CAPTAINS. 


Fol. Tis full of hope and probability. 
They hate each other ; and their civil diſcord 
Will work our great advantage. But be ſecret, 
Nor let a word tranſpire, till opportunity | 
Cail us to inſtant ation. —Hah ! Gunhilda 


_ before us ! 


Enter GuNH ILDA. 


Gun. Pardon this intruſion. 
And yet my tidings are of ſuch import 
As well deſerve thy audience. But firſt ſwear, 
If I by other means than thoſe propoſed, 
Procure thee a full ranſom for the city, 
Thou wilt perform thy part without reſerve 
Vol. By every holy tye I bind myſelf. 


Gun. 
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EDITH A 


* 


Gun. Judge my ſurprize, when in my tent I foundy 


In Rodolph's captive virgin, Edred's ſiſter. 

She knew me too; and thinks I am a priſoner : 
For I amuſed her with a piteous tale 

Of feign'd diſtreſs. —He loves this ſiſter well. — 


And to this deity the præfect Albert 


Is thought to offer incenſe; by her wiles 
Enticed to adoration. Would they not, 
To ſave her life, ſubmit to pay what price 


Thou may'ſt impoſe : Let Edred be the hoſtage. 


Fol. 


To ſhares receive, and for the third, ſlay him, 
And we'll acquit thee. — Thus my noble father, 
Without ſuſpicion, and abſolved of danger, 

His foe's deſtruction ſhall enjoy ; the traſh, 

The ſordid traſh relinquiſh'd. 
In thy boſom 
A more 100 manly ſoul reſides Gunhilda. 


In policy and courage far beyond 


The little weakneſs of inferior minds, 


High-ſoaring o'er the vulgar!-—Thy deſires, 

If they accept our terms, ſhall be fulfill'd. 

Our gratitude to thee ſhall know no bounds. 

Lead hither Editha, the captive maid. | Ex: Capt- 

Thedreadof death perhaps will make her ſupplicate 

Her brother's quick deciſion in our favour, 

A letter ſhe ſhall write, "twill to gur meſſage 

Add double weight.—Do thou retire Gunhilda; 

de hour of aight: hs x 

Axt Gun- 
Enter 


EA. 
Vol. 
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Enter EDiTHA. 


Why ar am I ſummon'd hither 
Edred's liſter ! [ 


Nay, ſtart not ; thou art known. 

TLhou know'ſt me then 
Born of a race, on which, tho full of worthies, 
The deeds of Edred caſt ſublimer — 
He 1 is our deadly foe. 

He loves his country. 

Thee too he loves. 8 
: With tendereſt affection. 
Then hear me virgin.— If he loves his country, 
He wiſhes not the iron hand of war | 
To waſte theſe fields ; he wiſhes not to ſee 


Devouring flames inwrap yon lofty towers. 


Pol. 


Ed. 


Vol. 


Heaven ſhield him from the ſight ! | 
Tis thou muſt ſhield him. 
What ſay'ſt thou Dane 
We know thy . oer him. 


Exert thy winning talents of perſuaſion; 


Write him our terms, and beg him to accept them. 
We, for a ſtipulated ſum, will * 


This ſhore for ever. | & 
Never will I write 4 


What! Edred would peruſe with ſhameand ſcorn. 


Take heed: thy life is loſt by his refuſal. 


D d Ed. 


orte! 
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A life of little conſequence compared 
With Edred's glory, and my country's fame. 
Can'ſt thou ſupport the thoughts of death? 

I can. 


Ceaſe thy eruel threats barbarian! 
And know the ſufferings nature cannot bear, 
Religion can unterrified encounter. = 


Prepare thee for the trial.—Yet thy freedom 


Would follow his conſent. 
To wear for ever 
Fhe worlt of chains, my own e 
conſcience. | 
Will nothing bend thy mind? 
To what effect? 
To fave thyſelf ? thy country? and thy friends? 
Can aught incline that ſoul to foul diſhonour, 


Which looks on thee, on all thy warrior hoſt, 


On all the tranſient glories of this world, 
Its crouded cities, realms, and mighty empires, 
As nothing, when compared with ma eternity ? 
Enthuſiaſtic notions ! 

EReaſon thus 


| Is to the wadkan belly 3 moderate aims 


To wild ambition; mercy to the tyrant. 

This inſtant fend a trumpet to the city, 

Wich him a truſty meſſenger, to whom 

Out mind impart. Let 9 young Edred, 
Unleſs | 


Ed. 


Fol. 
Tol. 


And ruſh to conqueſt thro the paths of terror. 
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Unleſs he move the citizens to grant 
The ſum we ſhall require, his ſiſter dies. 
If he return to us with his refuſal, 


That moment is her laſt. [ Exit Capt 


And think'ſt thou Edred 

Will ſtoop ignobly to perform a deed 
A woman can deſpiſe ?—Miſtaken man! 
Whoſe courage is barbarity, whoſe policy _ 
Is ſhallow cunning! Wiſdom throned above, 
Beyond thy feeble ken, with virtue joined, 
Looks down on thee with ſcorn. Heroic Edred 
Will ne'er diſgrace his high illuſtrious line; 
Nor, to preſerve a ſiſter, loſe himſelf, 
Lead her away ! [Exit Ed. 

There is a dignity, 5 
An inexpreſſive grace, when goodneſs utters 
Her glowing language thro the lips of beauty. 


Even my heart is moved, and were I placed 


In lower ſtation, might give way to pity. 

But now my Danes this ſacrifice demand, 
And Oſwy's daughter. Tis not for a chief 
To yield to private and more humble feelings. 
He muſt conſult the genius of his people. 
Mine thriye, by innate courage and ferocity ; . 
By ſcattering dire diſmay among the nations ; 


Exit. 


D d 2 


ACT 


Ed. 


Cun. 


Ed. 


' Gun. 


Ed. 


EDITH A 


Ar. 
SCENE I. The Tent of Evita, 


EpiTHA, GUNHILDA. 

Link d as we are in ſad captivity, 
I bid adieu to every private quarrel, 
And thank thee for thy pity. 
; Why not write 
The generous ſoul of Edred ſure would melt; 5 
And to avert thy fate—— 

Ceaſe virgin, ceaſe. 
"T were impious to ſuppoſe it. 

Yet the voice 
Of nature is commanding, to 7 
Its dictates, lawful. 
1 as it, 

When nature leagues with rectitude. If not, 
Blind is her boaſted guidance, and may lead 
The devious foot, mid all the mazy wilds, 
And all the fatal labyrinths of vice. 


Truit me Gunhilda, not the wealth of worlds 
| Should | 
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Should tempt me to this deed. Would ſt thou to | 
'er the wide univerſe, betray thy country ? 
Gun, Doſt thou ſuſpect I would? 
Esa. FI Suſpect thee! no. 
= Þ The advice thou gaveſt me was not from thy heart. 
was inconſiderate ſympathy alone; 
A weakneſs ſpringing from a generous motive. 
h! heaven forefend, that I ſhould e' er believe _ - 
A Britiſh maid, of noble birth, like thee, 
Would coolly prompt me to commit an action 
Of baſe diſhonour, 
Gun. Didſt thou ſo believe, 
- Thy judgment would be raſh, and moſt unjuſt. 
| Ed. I blame thee not. Thou feel'ſt for my afflitions, 
| And would, if poſſible, preſerve my liſe. 
ut I muſt die Gunhilda, o'er my head 
| ate is impendent. Yet hath death with me 
Loſt half his terrors ; death is my deliverer. 
o more expoſed to brutal treatment, now - 
nblemiſh'd to the grave I ſhall deſcend, 
| or yet inglorious in my country's annals. 
ay not my lot be happier far than thine? | 
h! can I ſpeak it Thou art doom'd perhaps 
To ſavage violence. Unawed by faith, | 
Strangers to that religion they profeſs, 
5 - Theſe ill converted pagans {till retain 
| | All their original fierceneſs.— I muſt drop 
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Amid my own calamities, a tear | 
For thee Gunhilda. 

Gun. TE I for both will weep. © 

Ed. And yet I feel a pang, a pang ſevere, . | 
Strong are affection's, ſtrong are nature's bonds. 
Each friend, now doubly amiable, appears 

Before my tortured mind. And oh! ! Gunhilda! 

8 father lately ſound. | 

Gun. | A father! 

_ 5 Sigebert; 
Long mourn d by us as dead; preſerved; alive. 
Here in this hoſtile camp I found a father. 

Gun. Moſt ſtrange! ' 


El. Long time a wretched flave to Volnir 3 


And undiſcover'd under Brithric's name. 
He ſaved me from the horrors of pollution ; 
But cannot now avert the ſtroke of death, 
Or ſhield himſelf from the extremity 
Of poignant . to meet his 
daughter! 
The thought i is dreadful Hai me to recall, 
O virgin! help me to recall my mind ; 
And with calamity like this oppreſs'd, 
To re- aſſume my fortitude ; for much, 
Much do I need it all. | 
| Alas! what aid 
Can I impart ? My words would flow in vain. 
TA bears! tis well. [ Hide. 
| Ed. 


Gun, 


Ed. 


Pol, 


Ed. 


Tol. 


H 


Yet will I ſtrive, yet ſtruggle with my weakneſs. 
May I not prove victorious? Tis for guilt 

To tremble ; innocence ſhould ſtand unmoved. 

O righteous heaven, with patience ſteel my ſoul! 
With reſignation ! in the hour of trial  _ 
Guide me! ſupport me! and tho death be 8 
Crown Edred with ſucceſs! protect my friends 
Preſerve my father's life ! ' preſerve r country ! 


Enter VOLNIR and CAPTAIN. 


Hah | ! did they thus inſult thee ! binds my 5838 
And load me with reproaches ! they ſhall find 

I did not threaten what I'll not perform. 
Bear her to inſtant death Thy brother Ates 


Our generous offer, and hath ſeal d thy doom. 


O noble Edred Learn barbarian, learn 
The ſofter and more cultivated manners 


Which thou abhorr'ſt, enervate not the ſoul. 


The moſt humane of brothers and of men, 

The youthful hero warm with patriot zeal, 
Could not but thus decide the dangerous conflict ; 
While honour triumphs o'er fraternal love. 


Remove her from our fight. 


"ol FRY thee Vola 
would not linger in uncertainty. 


Here thou art kind. —But from my blood expect 


No common ſtorm ; it rolls with EE toware 
thee, 2 
And Edred drives it on. 1 
| Vol. 


— £4 D01I T H A 
A Quick, e 
Fuer Bairnzie. | 


Britk.Oh! Fare her, and revoke the vie orders ! Ta 
Vol. Say, art thou mad old man ? How haſt thou dared 
To enter here unbidden ? | 
Brith. I 'am told 
Thon mean ſt to factifice this captive maid. 
Fol. She falls a victim to her brother's obſtinacy, 
And her own fooliſh pride. 
Brith. e bk! f I ee 
Have gain'd attention feng thee, hear me now 

Forgive the priſoner ; liſten to the friend, 
Who ſor thy glory feels Oft have-I wept 
This ravaged country and her ſlaughter d ſons. 
But mid the heat of action, in the rage 
And fury of the battle, death I know 

Muſt take its courſe; nor have I once reproached 
Where is the fury of the battle now ? 
This unreſiſting maid! muſt ſhe be ſlain, 
To ſatisfy a ſplenetic revenge, 
Beneath the greatneſs of thy foul to think of ? 
That ſoul, which prompted thee to ſpare my life? 
Which thou haſt told me, ſcorn'd to plunge a ſword 
In the unguarded boſom of the brave? 

Vol. Thou plead'ſt in vain ; uncommon accidents 
Call forth unuſual deeds. 
Brith. 


Shall accident 


Warp 
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Warp then the even tenor of thy temper? 
Art thou ſo weak in reſolution ? 
Vol. My priſoner, my teacher!+ 
: Brith. | I have taught thee, 
And thou with gratitude haſt often own'd it, 
In civil life, in policy, in war, 
Many a glorious, true, and uſeful maxim. 
Now let me teach thee an immortal leſſon! 
Who, not from paſſion, but from reaſon act, 
. Cruſh giant arrogance, protect the weak, 
And tho by ſpecious intereſt impell'd, 
Dare not with guilt contaminate their ſouls, 
May claim a co-equality with heaven. 
Vol. I need not thy advice; begone, and leave me. 
Brith. I cannot leave thee. —Didft thou but behold 
This virgin with my eyes, a thouſand reaſons 
Would in thy boſom war againſt her death. 
Alas! can beauty influence all but thee ? . 
Beneath that outward elegance of ſhape, _ 
That unaffected dignity, I read 
A ſoul, which Volnir cannot but approve. 
A ſoul deteſting every meaner act, 
3 Inform'd with innocence, with purity, 
| Undaunted courage, and ſublimeſt virtue. 
Thou fight'ſt againſt her country—But in her, 
Thou wilt inflict a wound on nature's ſelf. 
Manhood will weep, and Denmark's genius bluſh, 
To hear that Volnir could deſcend ſo low, 


Ee | "Becauſe 
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| Becauſe he could not gain a town by treachery, 
Coolly to ſpill a captive virgin's blood. 
Fol. Brithric no more—on thee too may deſcend 
The angry ſhaft—beſide thee peril ſtands— 


\ Gun. Hahl Brithric! — (Whiſpers Vol.) | 


Pol. He, her father ſay'ſt thou? 
Gun. Sigebert his name, the Sire of her and Edred. 


Yes, Sigebert is her father. (Aloud.) I caſt off 


The veil myſterious. —Fooliſh maid ! behold 
Thy open enemy !—tho wrath may ſlumber, 


It wakes to vengeance. Vengeance brought me 


hither. 

*T was ſhe that made me a firm friend to Denmark. 

No captive, but the ſcourge of thee and thine. 

The vindicator of my injured fame, 

And ancient noble ſtock, in me infulted. 

Ed. I look in vain! the lightning doth not blaſt her. 
Szge. Aſtoniſhment ! Can nature's varying hand 

Produce ſuch oppoſites? There the black form 


Of treacherous vice—here virtue's brighteſt i image. 


Vol. Didſt thou not ay that Sigebert was his name ? 
Gun. I did. 


Pol. b The Earl fo called? 
Gun. 15 The ſame. 
Fol. | Deceiver! -: 


Tratice? Art thou the man, whoſe ſword of yore 


So 


Se 
2 
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So often foiled the Daniſh ſtrength ? Wert thou 
Chief of the war, in which my father periſh'd ? 
In which the flower of en s youth were 


ſlain ? 
Filling our land with widows and with orphans? 
Siege. I was. 
Vol. Now, by yon ſtarry cope I ſweat, 
Thou with thy daughter dieſt !—The ill-ſorted 
league 
I here break off, by thy illuſions fort d. 
Diſſembling wretch — When firſt T ſhook the 
ſpear, 
And to revenge my country, ruſh'd to dee 
I ſwore that thou, of all the Anglian race, 
Should'ſt never taſte my mercy. Heaven is juſt. 
The ſtated period is arrived. My oath, | 
Tho tardily, ſhall be at length abſolved. 
Gun, Why was I thus compelled No more—'tis 
right— ' 
Let miſchief work—my injuries am it. 
At leaſt the ſcornful youth will be tormented, 
And ſuffer worſe than death in thoſe he loves. 
Abu) ( knit. 
Vol. Bear them away to ſpeedy execution! 
Ku. My father! 
Sige. Deareſt, deareſt Editha (Tnbracing.) 
Enter a MESSENGER, 


Vol. What means this haſte? 
Ee 2 „ 27 
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JJC 


Rodolph, my lord, with fierce 
And hurried language ſtirs the camp to mutiny. 
The ſoldiers throng around him, thy injuſtice 
Themes his bold eloquence. They murmur all; 
And ſay the chief hath no diſpenſing power 


Oer old eſtabliſh'd cuſtoms : that his priſoner 


Is his alone, not thine; her death, or life, 
Due to the man who carn'd her with his ſword. 


Vol. Fools as they are! But we will ſatisfy them. 


Call to my tent each leader of the bands, 


| And with them let that fiery youth be preſent. 


They all ſhall learn my reaſons. Individuals 
Muſt for the general weal their rights forego. 


Should they be ardent to ſupport his cauſe, 


Ed. 
Sige. 


I need but ſpeak ; ſedition will be quell d. 

For theſe, their fate we for awhile defer ; 

But when the riſing ſun gilds yonder towers, 
The foe firſt ſummon d by the trumpet thither, 
And this diſcovery known, ſhall ſee their deaths. 


| Mean-while divide, and guard them. (Exit.) 


Muſt we part ? 
A little while my child, to meet for ever. 


Ed. I was prepared myſelf. —But, oh!] my father! 


Sige. 


Canſt thou forgive? ( (Kneeling,), 
What means my Editha? 


Ed. My folly ? my imprudence? to mm 


Sage. 


That woman with 
Oh! riſe!—my bleſſi ings on thee ! 


My love! my utmoſt tenderneſs! oh] wound not 


My 


I 0D: 1 15 9 AG 5 

My nature with the thought! Forgive thee ſay ſt 
thou? WY bY I 

And could'ſt thou think that I would wiſh for life 
Without my daughter? I had fondly formd 
A thouſand flattering dreams, of freedom, bliſs, 
And future days of joy; but thou in all 
Wert ſtill predominant. —Have I forgot 
The infant prattler, my prophetic ſoul 
E'en then had fix d to cheer my hours of age? 
And can I, now I find, and feel thee all, 


Which fancy in her wildeſt ſcope could frame, 


Bear to protra& my being, torn from thee ?* _ 
Could Bertha, could my Edred, e er have pluck'd 
'The barbed anyuiſh from thy father's heart ? 

Oh ! *twould be miſery in his worſt extreme. 


T vas heaven, kind pitying heaven diſcovered me, 


Ed. 


That I might die with thee. 

Ohl this is death; | 
This, its ſevereſt pang. I feel it here. 
It pierces through each inlet of my ſoul ; 
A father's tenderneſs, ne'er known till now. 
The filial paſſions ſwell, and almoſt burſt 
My labouring boſom ; gratitude, which ne'er 
Can be indulged—whoſe debt muſt be unpaid. 
For fate, ſtern fate. 5 

Oh! ceaſe. I know it all. 

All thou would'ſt ſay, all thou would'| do, I feel. 
Each pious duty, every tender care, 
Each ſoft ſolicitude.— O worthieſt! beſt ! - 


Have 
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Ed. | 
Thus know ! thus loſe my father 


EDITH A 


Have I not known thee ? tried thee? art thou not 
The child of my fond heart ? more dear to it 
Than the warm ſtream which feeds it ? 

Thus to meet 


Oh! thou ſhould'ſt not 
Have waked me from my viſion to that thought. 
To loſe thy father! to be loſt to him !—. 
Irrevocably loft And yet, tis fit. 
For thus diffolved in tenderneſs, I ſhould not 


Meet death, as it becomes the brave to die. 


| And thus received thy tribute of affection. 


Meet death | 
ITS: - The common lot of all. 
PSS e 175 Ne: 
| We muſt ſhare it- 
Muſt !—that word! SE 
The mandate of neceſſity ; the call 
To virtue, and to fortitude. 
II thank thee. 
Ves, we will rouſe us from lethargic ſorrow. 
The morn ſhall view us with erected mein, 
And mark our tearleſs eye. Theſe Danes ſhall ſee, 
And wonder at our brave contempt of death. 


But ah ! this night !—this dreadful ſeparation ! 
Into this little night, I could methinks 


Have ſtored whole years of happineſs ! while thus 
I held thee, thus pour'd forth my fondendearments, 


But 


Ed. 
Sige. 


Ed. 


Sige. 


1 UI 915 


But twill not be—relentleſs ſavages! _ 
{To the guards mio part them, 

Have ye no mercy ?—Oh! a moment longer 
My Editha ! bets 
My father ! 

Tiis in vain 
News ſhall I again embrace my child. 
My father !theſe emotions ea: controul— 
Leſt I ſhould fink— 

I will, I will, for thee 
I'll force my nature. Sure I ſhould encourage 
And comfort thee—not thus by my example 


Depreſs but ah! I cannot for mortality 
HFath forged no bonds to curb parental love. 


Rd. 


Capt. 
Rod. | | 
While I was left alone to plead my cauſe. 


Farewell Farewell !—ye gracious * ſup- 
port | 
Heaven will ſupport us. ” 85 


¶ Forced off different ways. 
8 CENE II. Vounin's Text. 
Ropotrn and CAPTAIN. 


And did they all fubmit ! 
All, all ſubmitted. 


They bleſs d his prudent care; while I ſeem'd awed, 
And ftifled in my breaſt the fierce reſentment. 


: But 
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But know my friend, (for ſuch I ſtill have found 
3-4 +: hee.) - 
By thee I learn'd his meſſage to the city, 
And thus I have at leaſt her doom retarded. 
Know then a truſty band J have engaged, 

And bound them to me with a ſolemn oath, 
Within this hour to force her guarded tent, | 
And bear her to my ſhip. Then let our chief 

Lord it o'er paſſive ſlaves, I ſhall enjoy 
My lovelieſt prize, and leave to him unenvied, 
The plunder, and the war. 
Capt. I am thy friend. 
Twice do I owe my life in battle ſaved 
To thy victorious arm. Nor will forſake thee, 
Tho hazardous and deſperate be thy plan. 
Nod. Courage and friendſhip can be only tried 
In perilous extremes. By heaven, I ne'er 
Knew love till now.—Not all this city's wealth, 
Tho counted ten times o'er, ſhould ever from me 
// Ranſom this Editha.—Tho I could with 
© Her brother's haughty ſoul to ſuffer pain, 
'* By whom alone I have been foil'd in battle: 
Tho I could wiſh her father might be puniſh'd, 
Who, as I now ſuſpeR, at firſt betray'd me: 
Let by her death it ſhall not be. Her abſence 
Let them lament. She will rejoice hereafter, 
Nor caſt one ſigh toward Anglia's diſtant ſhore. 
FORE But how haſt * contrived ? 


/ 


"Rod. 


> 


DU ' EA 


— 


I will inftru& thee. 
_ Cape. Hark ! ED | [ Shouts. Sc. at a de flance 
Rol. Tas the ſound of onſet. _ 
Capt. It increaſes. [Shouts, Gc. 
Rod. The clamour and tumultuous noiſe of battle! EM 
Capt. A ſally from the city. N e 
Rod. Curſed event : | 


Muſt I then draw again my ſword for Volnir ! 
An hour had made me maſter of my wiſhes. 
| But now perhaps the opportunity - 
ls loſt, and never may return. [ Shouts, Sc. 
Capt. 8 The uproar 
Spreads wider, and approaches nearer toward us: 


4 Enter a MESSENGER, 


. 


Nod. What are thy tidings ? 
N | Ruin to the Danes: 5 
Our camp is enter d; havock and confulion 
Urged by the foe, now triumph o'er our troops. 
They ſtole upon us in the ſilent hour, 
By ſleep oppreſs d. Nor yet the dawn appears, 
Or glimmering twilight. In their ſhouts reſound 
The hated names of Edred and of Albert. 
Volnir, with more than mortal courage, holds 
heir violence at bay: around his tent h 
The conflict grows; there he protracts awhile | 
The Daniſh fate. He bids thee Rodolph haſte, 


And head ſome choſen bands by hi 
To cover our retreat. 


Rod. 


01: TH A 8 
I will attend him. [Exit Meſſ. 


Oh! were my gallant friends but now around me, 
1 ſtill might bear this much-loved maid away, 


And cut a paſſage thro the oppoſing foe ! 


But what can we atchieve ? Or what remains 


But to exert a vain and fruitleſs bravery ? 
To fight beneath this chief againſt our wills ? 
* ſell our lives as aa as we can P ia 


A C v. 


SCE N E * _ Before the Tent 33 


Tis flight, or ſlaughter all rn fierce Dam- 
| nonians ! | 

Nought can withſtand their fary —Yet 7 could not 
Find out the death my arm hath bravely earn'd 


Why did they ope their ranks to let me paſs * 


My followers are deſtroy'd—ſhall I alone 
Eſcape ?—This tent! there's faſcination in it. 
The guards are fled—this quarter of the camp 
Is ſtill and folitary.—Wherefore hither _ 
Wander d my ſteps UNCOICIOUS OO tis 
right | 

- There's ſomething to be donez—Shall I ſubmit ? 
Solicit from this haughty maid protection? 
Not love? but life on ſtinted terms Ah! no. 
Twere mean—'twere baſe. —Shall I, a Priſoner, 
Behold her in the N 88975 on of another ? 

? Some 


| Keen is my ſword—and deſperate is my mind. 


Sige. 


Rod. 


Sige. 


Rod. 
a Sige. 
Rod. 


Sige. 


Rod, 


Of friend or foe ; for beauty ſuch as thine 
May fear them both alike, —My child ! my ae 


* r 


Some enemy beloved, preferr'd to me? 
No never kill her then and ſo prevent it. 
But hark! I hear methinks the ſound of ſteps. 

Darkneſs as yet holds back the ſtruggling morn, 
Quick let me be.—Shedies. —Preparethee Editha 


I'll enter—did ſhe ſpeak? No, all is ſilent. 

I will not give her time to ſupplicate, 

Leſt ſhe diſarm my reſolution. ¶ Enters the tent, 
Enter SIGEBERT, og 

Freed by their flight, to whom I was :ntruſted, 

come to thee my Editha] and wield 

A ſword again on Britiſh ſoil, to guard 

Thy tent my daughter, from the lawleſs rage 


Enter RopoLen from the Tent. 


Who calls on Editha? 

Who; Whence art thou ? 
Why that ſtern queſtion ? wherefore in this tent? 
Ceaſe thy enqu iris, leſt my anſwer x plots not, 


Rodolph! 


| Betrayer! = 
Betrayer ! 
Caitiff! 
'E alſe friend! and thence, the W- of thy 


Aaughter. 
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as EDITHA. 
Sige. ee e e 


Nod. | This hand hath flain her. 
&ze. Thou could'ſt not—dared'ſt not. 
Nod. Didſt thou think a Briton 


Should ever win the maid beloved by Rodolph ? 

Sige. Monſter And canſt thou to a nn 2— 

| Thou haſt not flair her. 

Rod. By yon heaven ſhe's dead. | 

This recking ſteel permits me not to lye. 

Sige. My curſes on thee, thou tmhuman murderer ! 
Oh! tardy feet! thus am I come to guard thee 
My Editha? And have I loft thee thus? 

Thou facrilegious wretch! didſt thou not fear 

From that pure temple—But I can revenge 

My child! I can revenge, if not protect thee. 
| Thus ruffian, J aſſail thee—guard thyſelf. 

Rod. Away old man and dread the arm of youth. 
I covet not thy death. 

Sige. Thy arm of youth | 

| This old man braves, nay ſcorns. Old as I am, 

I have not yet forgot to bear a ſword. 
I am the avenger of my daughter's ds,” 

5 And thou the deſtined victim. 

Rod. . Hence! Away! 

Tis thine to weep, not fight. 

Sige. And weep Iwill. 

But firſt the crimſon ſtream ſhall flow from thee 
When thou wert in 2 6s cradle, / have trod 


Tube 5 


Nod. 


S$ige. 
Rod. 


Sige. 


Rod. 


Sige. 


LE 1 r Wo 


The fields of war; thy gaſping countrymen 
Then own'd my proweſs ; many a Daniſh chief 
Hath ſunk in duſt beneath me. In my heart 

J feel the ardour of my youth revive. 

My daughter's fate braces each feeble nerve. 
For her, for her I ſtrike. 


No more. Begone! 
Thou ſhalt not. paſs. 
Thou urgeſt on thy fate. 


Why wilt thou force deſtruction on thy head ? 
Inſulting wretch ! Affaſſinating coward ! 
Come, to the daughter's, add the father's death ! 
Nor doth he wiſh to live, deprived of her. 
Vet neither doth he fear thy ſtrength of youth, 
Nor doubr of conqueſt in fo juſt a cauſe. | 

Take then thy death! 

| LF igt. Rodolph falls, mortally wounided. 

| Death is not thine to give; 
Tis heaven's alone. O barbarons Dane! the debt 
To vengeance thon haft paid. Vet, what's thy life 


For her's, in Heu of Editha's Alas! 


Ho can I enter here: Support my ſteps 
Ye trembling knees !—moſt miſerable father! 


Dead! dead !—deteſted place the deepeſt dun- | 


geon, 
'The habitation of the toad and adder, 


Were paradiſe to this polluted tent, 
Where virtue, honour, lye inſtcep'd in blood. 
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Ear. ah the forſaken camp, in vain 1 E 
Thee, hapleſs maid Alas! this victory _ 
Is but half won, if Edithabeloſt. [Rodolph groans- 
Hah ! Who art thou ? this twilight n forbids 


: Lo trace thy features. 

SE Rod. 1 Rodolph is my name — 8 
- . Sure I have heard that voice. 3 5 
+> "wi The voice of Edred. TER 


£ ol but ill-fortuned foe! I pity tha, | 
Thy wounds ſhall be with utmoſt care attended. 
| We oer the _ triumph not. 
| e In death | 
320 thank thee mock. Arier hath oy 6 __ pre- 
1 N vail d CEE wu 
44 Oer me in battle. But oh ſofter manners 
No conquer my fierce nature.—All thy care 
Were fruitleſs now—e'en if thou com forgive 
Ear. Forgive > „ ents 8 
„ I thy ſiſter lov Aber fate | 
Thou know'ſt not—ſhe—in yondes tent 2 
Lies ſlain the murderer is — [Dies. 
. In yonder tent The murderer is Where? 
4: Were is the murderer ?—Invidious death! : 
{4 . | | To 
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| To ſtop thee there !—Slain !—Deareſt, deareſt 
| Editha! | 9 
This did I dread—O cruel, eruel Vol niir 
hou wert the murderer. Vet pale and cold | 
Let me embrace thee ?. claſp thee to my heart 
brother's agonizing heart !—Oh! flain © EY 
n early youth !—Yet-fame is thine my ſiſter. —_ 
Rather than prompt me to betray my country, © “N 
Thou greatly diedſt.— So would I with to fall. 5 | 
| [ Advancing to the tent . 1 
: mazement! horror! Do my eyes play falſe ? © | 
Mock'd by this faint and dubious light? No, 
a | . 
Thon ſhalt not ſcape me. That's no doubt the | 
murderer ! | | „ | 
ſee him dimly ſtanding, and his ſword . 5 | 
till in his hand, he holds. —He bends to earth." * 
And dareſt thou touch her ſacred corſe barbarian! | 
Out ſword !—perform thy office But thou ſhalt 
not I : 
: Die in this hallow'd tent Il drag thee thence. 
[ Enters, and drags out Sigebert, who drops lie: 
ſword. 3 „ 
Sige. Strike! ſtrike !—T'll bleſs the hand which gives: 
the blow. 297 | | 
Edr. Moſt baſe! moſt execrable deed ! if crimes | | 
Beyond the common courſe of villain g | 
Deſerve a puniſhment more fell, this at ; | 
Cums ſomething more than dead. 2 | 
Pao ns See | 
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| Its claims damnation. - 
Heaven will not, cannot pardon it. 
Edr. „ WWE 
The inſtrument of heaven's avenging wrath. 
Prepare thee for cy death 1— Thou murderous 
| flave! | 
Sure as the ſun begins to FRET SPS caſt 
$a ate, art this moment is thy laft. | 
[Ling his hand. 
Sige. Oo . warmth of thine! reſtrain ac 
hand— | 
Art chou not: — 
Ear. | Peace, I will not hear thee ; old 
And hoary in iniquity !—now— Tong to ftrike. 
— Sage. Hold ! 
I 22323 
Edr. I care not ho thou a6 fword— 
 [Gorng to firihe. 


| Enter EDIT HA. | 

. Ed. * ſpare thy father 

5 Zar. Gracious powers! 

2 Sage. And is it poſſible What bleſt event 83 

| Art thou alive ! reſtored to me again ! 

*. All-bounteous heaven! This miracle of mercy 

A My Editha alive! unwounded! fafel 
« "Tis Joy too great for frail humanity— 

| My labouring brain turns giddy with the rapture— 
„„ The 
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The heart of age faints under theſe emotions. 
Thy arm—thy arm my ſon—ſoft—ſtay awhile— 
Oh! leave me not my child—I ſhall recover 
And bear with calmneſs hold I'm well again; 
My ſtrength and former faculties return. 
Ear, My father !—oh! it muſt be ſo.— And have I 
Lifted my hand againſt thee ? 
S7ge. Noble youth! 
Son of my much-loved Bertha! I have heard 
Thy glorious actions. Editha hath told me. 
Preſerver of thy mother's ſacred life! 
Of mine, and of thy ſiſter's! more than this, 


The ſaviour of thy country! 
ER. F behold | 


That face with reverence, and theſe words of thine 


Pierce thro' my inmoſt boſom, and enkindle 
Tranſports ne'er felt till now. But how ſo long 
Wert thou conceal'd? How in this hoſtile 88 8 
Why in this Daniſh dreſs? : 

Stges I! be tale is long; 
I'll tell thee all anon. But how my daughter 
Haſt thou eſcaped? In diſappointed rage, 
The barbarous Rodolph faid that he had flain thee. 
For which he fell by my avenging ſword. 
In all the agony of- frantic grief, 
Entering thy tent, I thought I found thee there, 
| Yet warm—tho breathleſs ; in deſpair I claſp'd 
The bleeding corſe; and by the duſk ee. 


Mourn d over it for thine. 
- Os Edred. 
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| Ear. | 


Ed. 
Ear. 


Ed. 
Ear. 
I know her father's baſeneſs and her own. 


Ed. 


ED TN 
5 Me too the Dane 
Inform d that thou wert dead within thy tent; 
And almoſt ſtain'd my hand with parric ide. 
But Providence ſent thee to ſave my ſoul _ 
From horror and remorſe.—Say, how my ſiſter 


Didſt thou eſcape ? And who is lain for thee? 


Gunhilda was no doubt the fated victim. 
beg 
Ole s daughter. 
Treacherous maid! 


'The intercepted guides who led _ _ | 


Diſcover'd all. 
One tent ata us both. 


I thought her too a captive; and with pity 


Return d her ſeeming pity. She reveal'd 
My rank to Volnir ; : thence his threatening 


meſſage, 
My ſimple confidence bete my father; 


By which, when bravely thou defiedſt his power, 


WMe both had well-nigh fall'n a ſacrifice. 
Sige. 


Hadſt thou not ſtorm'd their trenches, we e er noẽw- 
Had with the dead 1 number d. 
When I found 


Tat a aſſault was proſperous, and the foe 


' , Fled headlong from our gallant countrymen, 
I from my tent ruſh'd forth, if poſſ ble 


To find my father. Trembling, in the entrance 
© Gunhilda ſtood, fearful to ſtay, or fly. 


Edred. i 


EF D 1 TR A _ 


Ear. And there no doubt my ſiſter fell for thee, 
| By Rodolph's blind and erring fury ſlain. 
Ed. Through the deſerted camp in vain I wander d, 
I found not whom I ſought, till by the hand 
Of heaven directed, dubious of my way, 
I meaſured back again the mazy path, 
And found him here. 
Szge, Found me indeed; and never 
To part from thee again, till nature's hand 
Stops my faint pulſe, and ſinks me to my grave. 
Edr. Oh! be that time far off .I long to hear 
Thy ſad diſaſters, every ſtrange adventure, 
And wonderful viciſſitude of fate. 
Much muſt thou have endured. 
Sige. HA For eighteen years 
Hath Volnir held me an unwilling priſoner, — 
But now thou ſhalt conduct me to thy mother, 
Much do I wiſh to ſee that beſt of women. 
There ſhalt thou queſtion me, and I will anſwer 
Throughout the live- long day. Nor wilt thou hear 
An uninſtructive leſſon. My experience LEY 
Hath dearly been acquired, thro' many a ſcene 
Of checquered life, by varying fortune caſt. 
But now each boiſterous ſtorm is over-blown, 
And 1 ſhall ſpend my life's decline in peace, 
SOR from the world. a 
Ear. That muſt not be. 
l I here reſign to thee my borrow'd ſtate. 
Thy king, thy OD claim thy lage adyice. 
Gg2 Nor 
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Nor art thou yet by years ſo much enfeebled, 
But 80 may claim thy valour, | 
Sige. i; Ohl my fon! —© 
es chem cn. I ſhall not be needed; 
For thou art all their own, —The tears of joy 
Moiſten my cheeks my children, while I think 
| Upon your virtues. —Happy, happy Sigebert ! 
In the warm hours of youth I could not feel 
Such true, ſuch home-felt ſatisfaction. 
O'er-paſt misfortune, e en to luxury | 
Heightens my joy, Now do I know indeed 
What tis to be a father —exquilite | 
Is the delight from children ſuch as mine. 
Ed. Benignant heaven!—ye fierce, ye boaſted heroes ! 
Ve conquerors of the world! here look with envy. 
We taſte, we feel what you in vain defire, 
What war and ravaged countries cannot yield, 
True, real rr (Trumpet. ) 
Sige. . What ſounds are theſe ? 
Edr. Tis Albert, den theidevghter af the Dunes Do 
| Returning. (Maker Albert.) Oh! * friend! 
My ba l found 
A father here. This is the noble Earl 
Whom well thou know ft by me: ow oy 
| father. 
Him too from hapleſs ſlavery RE we reſcued.” 
Sige. The brave and virtuous empty forms deſpiſe : 
Ĩ bey minglein an inſtant ſouls together. 


Brave 
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Brave Albert! ſecond ſon! whoſe patriot virtues 
eden fs ( Embracing ) 


Fill my old heart with warm affection toward thee, 
| Thus let me ſtrain thee to my breaſt! _ 
| Are the applauſes of the wiſe and good! 85 
My heart acknowledges the warmth of thine, 
And every ſtring accordant vibrates here. 
O Editha! thou think'ſt what pleaſure 
I feel in thy deliverance : not more | 
Thy brother, or thy father feels. = 
A grateful ſoul can give, receive. The worth 
C Of Albert I revere ; thy country ſaved 
Shall join its praiſe with mine. 
„ | | Ho far my friend 
Was thy purſuit? + 2 „„ 
; Toy heights they fled. 
There were they rallied by their chief again, 
Who bravely fought. All that a leader could, 
To turn the deſperate fortune of the day, 
e did. At length, when all was loſt, he join d 
is flying bands, who now in wild diſmay 
HFaſte to their ſhips ; our victory's compleat. 
But ſay my friend, the treacherous Gunhilda, 
| Haſt thou not found her in the camp 


Dead in this tent, ſlain by miſtake for her. | 
K | 3 ; 4 | ; Albert. | 
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Alb. - 
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Ab. 


| 8 E74 


Edr. 
Sige. 


E UI T H A. 


Ar Editha ! juſt heaven! | 
Now let us hence! 
This: accident ſhall be to.thee explain d. 
To all my hiſtory ſhall be unfolded, 
en wonderful event. 
| But firſt twere fit, 
Eier we iſeiſs our ; troops to ſeize and _ 
notre 155 Would thou 3 him: 
Doth he not merit puniſhment ? | 
He doth. © 
And can he feel a ener, than to view 
His murder d child ? Could cunning cruelty 
Deviſe one more ſevere?— Oh! Editha! 
The tortures of the rack were light to this: 
Well know I what a father muſt endure. 
| To think too that ſhe fell by his contrivance ! 


No, gallant Albert, ſeek no other vengeance. -. 
Permit him to retreat, oppreſs d with ſorrow, 
And ſtung with conſcious guilt. While we reflect 


With pleaſure on the difference of our ſouls, 


Which bear no ſordid ſtains. While we rejoice, 


Raiſed from calamity and woe, to bliſs. 
While we congratulate our-ranſom'd country, 
And as we offer up our thanks to heaven, 

Pray, that ſhe ever thus may ſtand fecure 

From foreign arms, and from domeſtic treaſon. 


Free, — happy, to remoteſt ages. 
ů— — 
EPILOGUE 


E P I L. O:G: UE, 


O longer now in of grief array d 
N > longs Edicha the 8 Maid 1 
Prepared to examine this ſame Tragic ſtory, 
In my own perſon I advance before ye. 
My eritic art atleaſt this once to try, | 
And ſcan our Bard's defects with niceſt eye, 

Yet ſome apology the attempt may need— 
But by your looks embolden'd, Þ'll proceed. 

Who without terror, Rodolph's fury traces? 
Why, tho' a Dane, was he refuſed the Graces p 
Were ſuch the manners of thoſe Northern Climes ? 
Why not have bent them to our gentler times ? 

To ſeek his Miſtreſs? life !—So deſperate grown 
He ſhould have rather fled, and ſaved his own. 

Surely that Albert might have ſpoke more plaia. 

The City's Præſect - but my dying Swain. 

Why had he not ſome crafty ſcheme deviſed ? 

And ventured mid the Daniſh camp diſguiſed ? 
He ſhould have crept, or ſwam, or 8 or ſtrove, 
And hazarded his truſt—to gain his Love. 

The affection of a Brother !—How-miſplaced! 
And what a violence to modern Taſte! 

A ſoul defying death l and accents Roman! 

How could they fuit with any Britiſh Woman! 

The ſimple, and the natural! How ſtupid! 

I ſhould have ranſack'd all the ſtores of Cupid. 
Hopes, fears, doubts, jealouſies, and warm deſires, 
Darts, arrows, daggers, poiſon'd bowls, and fires. 

Are to a Tragic Piece my powers decreed ? - 

Let it be great and Tragical indeed. 
Let Paſſion ceaſe the guiding rein t” obey, 
Let Grief be ſtrain'd to its ſublimeſt key, 
In frantic fury let me curſe the light, 
And die enchantingly, with all my might, 
But egotiſms and irony apart 


Say, have our Author's numbers touch'd the heart ? 


Have they from Pity ſtole the ingenuous figh ? 
And raiſed the trembling tear in Virtue's eye 
This is the unerring comment ; this the teſt— 


And all remarks beſides like mine—a jeſt. 
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PROLOGU E. 


HO hath not heard of Beliſarius“ fate, 
The guardian warrior of Rome's ſinking ſtate ? 
His open foes with glory he o'ercame, 
But could not Envy rancorous venom tame: 
Aad when unnumber'd dangers he had braved, 
Was forced to beg from thoſe his arm had ſaved. 
By malice render'd blind, he took his land, 
And aſk' d for charity's aſüfling hand. 
Wich honour, ſhame, thus Miniſters could ſport, 
Such was the gratitude which fill'd a court. 
Shakeſpeare, who rich in genius, dared pourtray 
Whate'er 1 imagination could ſurvey, 
Or poſſibility's wide ſcope contain, 
Who mingled Kings eſters in his train, 
Would not perhaps have * here 1 
The Hero's utmo lownifh of 
Nature and truth his power 0 have 'confelt 
And ſympathetic woe fill'd every breaſt, 
Not thus the humbler Author of to night, 
He feels the blaze of his ſuperiour light, 
Laments the chains which modern play-wrights bind, 
The ſhackles which controul the elaſtic mind. 
And fears _ dignified nx word and age) 
my * r on the Tragic 
= Ine him great, he paints him in diſtreſs, 
In _ tle ſtern, in peace intent to bleſs; 
Loyal mid perſecution moſt unjuſt, - 
Severely ** to his patriot truſt; 
Yet not inſenhble to ſorrow's dart, 
Wich Cato's virtues, not his ſtoic heart; 
With the nice feelings which adorn the man, 
Yet firmly rivetted to honour's plan. 
He paints the _ his relatives ſuſtain, 
Filial affection, Tharp domeſtic 7 
Briefs which the fincr nerves of paſſion tear, 
And pain creating frenzy and deſpair. 
Oh! may our efforts aid our Bard's deſign, 
And on your breaſts ſtamp each pathetic line! 
So ſhall we draw the tear ow auty's eye, 
So ſhall each manly boſom heave a ſigh; 
So ſhall the moral ſcene your hearts engage, 
And —_ — and virtue, b our ſlage. 
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BELISARIUS. 


BAGS Is 


SCENE I., A Square of the City. 


burns, Carus, mating. 


* 


Eum. ELCOME brave Caius from the field of 
war! | 
"The field of victory! A witneſs thou 
To the defeat of that innumerous hoſt 
Which threatened ſad Byzantium with deſtruction, 
And ſhook the Roman empire to it's baſe. 
A witneſs to the deeds of Belifarius! _ : 
His wondrous deeds! A partner in his dangers 
While me, the duty of my ſtation bound, 
Reluctant, in inactive eaſe at home. 
I envy thee my Caius. _ 
Caius. Such a day 
The ever e ireling ſun hath ne er r beleld. | 
/ I 1 | -- An; 


% 
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An enemy more dreadful than theſe Huns 
Our legions ne'er encounter d. Belifarius 
Seem'd more than man ; beneath the froſt of age 
He glow'd with youthful fire; his veteran bands 
Rouſed by his great example, ruſh'd to fight 
Like lions when enraged ; wheree'er they turn'd 
Diſmay attended; they alone were viftors : 
For at the firſt attack, our new-raifed levies 
Fled panic-ſtruck, nor join'd, but to purſue, 
And lay the routed foe. 
Zum. We feel his worth; 
And gratitude ſwells every panting boſom. 
Byzantium pours forth all her ſons to meet, 
And grace his triumph. E'en his enemies 
| No wear the face of joy, and ſpeak his praiſe. 
_ Caius. Is it not ſtrange, that he, ſo great in arms, 
So gentle in the placid hours of peace, 
So generous, that his hand though ever open, 
Is never tired of giving, ſo ſincere 
'That he ne'er promiſed what he'd not perform, 
Should yet have enemies, who wiſh his downfall ? 
Eum. Envy, my friend, is their's; the toad which lyes 
Within the ſtony heart, changing the air, 
The balmy air of heaven, to it's own nature, 
And ag ror, of in it's venom. 
Caius. 'This ec, | 
This glorious victory will deſtroy the reptile, 
And all it's hated brood. This ſplendid triumph 
Will level oppoſition with the ground. 


No 
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Nor will Juſtinian e'er forſake the man 
To whom he owes his empire and his life. 
Zum. Alas! I fear 
Cams - Thou Joſt not fear Juſtinian ? 
Eum. No, not Juſtinian: but the treacherous Narbal, 
And Theodora's malice; Cruel empreſs! 
Diſſembling politician ! 
Caius. 5 All their efforts 
Will now be vain; and he who ſaved the ſtate, 
un guide it by his wiſdom. _ (Skhouts.) 
um. Hark! he comes! 
J hear the echoing multitude. 
Catus, What pleaſure, 
What heart-felt pleaſure muſt the godlike man 
Experience now ! This triumph of his age! 
Tranſcending all his former! They for realms 
And nations to the Roman yoke reſtored: 
This, for a victory, which the Roman name, 
And een the very being of the empire, 
: Preſerved from total ruin. 
Zum. More than this, 
To triumph with the youth, the gallant youth 
| Who wedded his Marcella, He petition'd 
That his brave ſon might ſhare with him the baer, 
Who nobly ſhared the toil. 
| Caius. In Phorbas' actions 
Will Beliſarius live again; his ſoul 


Shines with his fathers' virtues, 
(Shouts and trumpets,) 
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Eum. „ Hark? more near 
The berbes come! I haſten to the palace. 


Caius. I mingle with the COS." - (Exeunt.) 


'SCENE II. 4 — Arch on one fade, the 


Palace in front. 


Enter BELISARIUS and PHoRBAS in triumph, Se. 
Soldiers with tropics flandaras, &c. Priſoners, &c. 
f —_— 


D's 1 8. 


I. 
From the wild and ſavage north 
Lo! the furies ruſhing forth ! 
Barbarous war with ſlaughter died, 
Rapine fell with giant ſtride. 
Who ſhall meet them in the field? 
Who his fainting country ſhield? 
5 CHORUS. 2 
Who ſhall meet them, &c. 


IT. | 
Patriot virtue glowing bright 
Darts impetuous to the fight. 
From the lightning of his eye 
See the baneful furies fly ! 


us 


Peace | 
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Peace expands her genial wings 
\ Every hill and valley ſings. 
CHORUS. 
Peace expands, &c. 


IIL. 
Join the willing ſong of praiſe, | 
Notes of grateful tranſport raiſe |. a 
| I To the heroes, to the band, 
3 Saviours of their native land, 
MMWbho have gained a deathleſs name; 
Our's is freedom, their's be fame! 
Me GRAND CHORUS. 
Il Join the willing ſong, &c. 


* [ The proceſſion paſſes over the Aida - Scens : 
draws and diſcovers the inſide of the Palace.  ® 
A magmficent apartment. Juſtinian, Theo- 
dora, Narbal, Decius, &c.] ' — IA 


Enter BELIsARIUs, Prox BAS, GUARDS, PRISONERS, 
Sc. uo are ranged on each fide of the flage. Juſ- 
tinian deſcends from his throne, and meets Beliſarius. 


JUSTINIAN. 
Thou guardian genius of our ſinking ſtate! 
In whom the antient Roman virtue lives! 
Receive thy pee sd thanks! And thou brave 
| youth, 
Great is our debt to theel my ike: o'erflows 
, With 
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With tides of joy. The fount of life ſurcharged, 
Even to burſting ſwells, Did any eye 
Behold thy triumph with malignant glance, 
Quench'd be it's light! and periſh henceforth all 
Who dare between us foſter diſcontent, 
And 3 jealouſy! ! 
Theo. Ye triumph here, 8 
In the entaptured ſoul of gratitude. 
Bel. What words, what language, aptly to repay 
Our ſovereign's praiſes, ſhall our tongues employ ? 
We fought, we conquer'd, duty claim'd the firſt, 
The laſt was heaven's. Let ſilence ſpeak the reſt, 
Ju. Thou ſon, and pupil of this matchleſs chief! 
On e Nh 
. Phor. > Small the ſhare 
85 Of.merix I can \ boaſt, tho raiſed by him, 
: And by thy partial voice to ſhare his fame. 
Bel. Thy modeſty gives falſe report my ſon ; 
Thy courage, and thy coolneſs more than once 
. Poiſed the deſcending ſcale of victory. 9 
Even before I prompted thou wert ready, 
4 And years mature bore witneſs to thy conduct. 
Jui. Oh! from the ſoldier learn ſincerity, 
And lowlineſs of mind, ye ſons of peace, 
Unuſed to toil! Who in the ſunſhine baſk 
Which gilds a court Now Beliſarius, heroe, 
Thy warlike labours end. The Perſian conquer'd, 
The weſtern empire from barbarians free'd, 
Arie reſtored, the Huns to ſlaughter doom'd, 


8 
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Or priſoners led; with me reform the tate, 
Thy valour hath preſerved. With us relide ; 


Be ever near a faithful monitor: 
The ſacred urim, and prophetic ſpirit, 


Buy which each act of mine ſhall be directed. 


NARBAL. Aide.) 
My curſes on them! in their noon- tide height 
Unleſs I err, ſhall darknefs overwhelm them. 


Juſt. Let us reviſe the laws, correct abuſe, 


Bel. 


Jul. 


Bel. 


Jul. 


Bel. 


The ſtateſman's policy, the general's ſway, 
And the triumphal car; yet, plunged in action 


And every honour but the filent praiſe 


In our more diſtant provinces new-brace 


The diſcipline relax d, and gird the whole 


Of our vaſt empire in the bond of order. 
Alas Juſtinian ! 
Do my words diſpleaſe thee? _ 

They penetrate my ſoul. Alas! too high 
Would'ſt thou exalt me. Diverſe are the gifts 
To diverſe men aſſign d. The taſk exceeds 
A ſoldier's talents. 

To this taſk what need we? 
But native ſenſe, unyielding boneſty, 
And pure fidelity ? 

Moſt generous Prince ! 

I feel the froſty hand of age upon me, 
Yet a few years and I mult ſink beneath it. 
Tho mean ambition's ſons I always ſcorn'd, 


Of my own heart; tho low, compared with that 


Through 


Jul. 
Bel. 
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Through a long life, I own I ſigh for peace. 
Men I have read enough; I would myſelf 
Contemplate but a little time, and die. 

The loſs is mine. Whither would'ſt thou retire? 
In fair Ionia lyes a rural vale, 

Thy bounty, when we quell'd the invading Perſian; 
There would I with reflection walk, there ſpend 
The remnant of my days; and offer up 


My morning oriſons, and evening prayer 


Jul. 


Bel. 


Juſt. 


For thine, and for the empire's happineſs. 
Tho I might hope - but no; our will ſubmits, 
Nor caſts the leaſt reſtraint on any thought 
Of thine.— What further boon can we — 2. 
Thy abſence is the greateſt. 

25 Am I free? 
And ſhall I not deſire another's freedom? 
Diſmiſs theſe captives to their ſnow-clad wilds, 


And let them learn, O Prince, from thy example 
Tot. 


The bleſſings of . humanity. 
Go! ye are free. - . 
(They bend to Juſtinian and Belifarius.) 5 
5 (Exeunt.) 
What elſe my friend? is there an enemy 
Whoſe puniſhment thou aſk'ſt for, it is granted. 


Bel. The ſanguinary boſom of revenge 


Was never mine. I know not one whoſedownfall 
Would give a tranſient pleaſure to my ſoul. 


Bleſt be my enemies! They oft have taught me 


Moſt wholeſome leſſons. Where exiſts the mind 


So 
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So fierce, as not to yield to generoſity ? 
An enemy whom mercy cannot yanquith ? 
Fu uf. E'er thy departure hence, command our power. 
Whate er is placed within it's le ſcope 
1 freely thine. | 
Bel. Clad in the veſt of youth, 
In prime of ſtrength, and nervous intellect, 
To thy protection I reſign my ſon. 
Juſt. Thy ſtaff of general—take it, ( Phorbas) and 
ſucceed 
To all thy father's honours, 
Phor. May I wear them 
With half his glory! ; 
JUSTINIAN (% BELISARI1US.) 
Nobleſt of mankind! 
Thy habitation goodneſs ſhall illume, 
And wiſdom conſecrate. Domains moſt _ 
A court, where real monarchy will dwell, 
Undignified by pomp, unthroned, uncrown d, 
Thou to true grandeur, which an emperor looks on 
With virtuous envy ; I to toil.— Farewell! 
[ Exeunt Juſtinian, Theodora, Beliſarius, Sc. 
NARBAL and DEcius remain. 
Nar. Didſt thou behold this pageantry ? 
Dec. I did. 
Nar. And thou haſt ſeen the rain-bow arch the ſky, 
Fixing each baſe on two aſpiring hills, 


Then ſudden fade.—So fade theſe air-born heroes. 
KE Dec. ; 
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Dec. How wilt thou move Juſtinian ? 


Nar.  Know'ſt thou not 

His timid mind? And how with ſkilful reins 
The emprefs at her pleaſure * each paſſion ? 
Dec. Her power is great, 


Nax. Moſt abſolute. Thou hateſt 
This Belifarius— 
Dec. | Deep is my n 


Nar. Not without cauſe. His fon uſurps the poſt 
Due to thy age and worth. I read thy ſoul, 
And confidence ſucceeded. —Theodora, 

A bigot in her faith, deteſts the man, 
Who dares with ſacrilegious ſtep proceed, 
Scorning the limits of the holy pale. 
Always was he my enemy : and once 
Een to Juſtinian's ear urged my diſmiſſion. 
For which good turn—with fpeed—— 

Dec. Unfold thy plan. 

Var. Suppoſe thou ſeeſt a ſlave of Beliſarius, 
Begging admittance at the dead of night 
To Theodork's preſence. Urgent buſineſs 
He pleads ; the welfare of the Roman ſtate 
Her life, Juſtinian's, all that ſhe holds dear, 
Depends upon the tale he ſhall diſcloſe. 
Blank horror cloaths his cheek, his trembling lips 
Often endeavour to perform their office, 
And often fail. 

mn Proceed. 


Nar' 


- 


| Nar. 


Dec. 


Nar. 


Dec. 
Nar. 


Which publiſh'd, will draw ruin on his head, 
But which impelling conſcience will not ſuffer 


Having too freely drank, to ſhun diſcovery, 


Awaked by murmuring voices, cautiouſly 
And flow he drew his breath. The voices raiſed 
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Curſing his fate, that e'er he ſhould be witneſs 
To actions of the maſter whom he loves, 


To hide in ſilence. 
| Well deſcribed. Go on. 
Faſt fall his tears. He ſays, that in the evening, 


He fought out an apartment feldom uſed, 
There lay conceal'd. Sleep every ſenſe oppreſs'd- 


Proclaum'd them Belifarius' and his ſon's. 
Well-aQting flave, and plauſible!-—What follows? 


He tells her that they ſpake to this effect. 


The emperor old and ſuperſtitious, 

Prieſt-ridden, governed by his wife and Narbal, 
Deſerved no longer to direct the helm | 

Of this vaſt monarchy, - That Beliſarius 

Might mount with caſe into the ſeat of empire. 
Then read they various letters; one from Narſes, 
Who now with glory ſpreads in Italy 

His conquering banners, urging the attempt, 

So he might bear the purple in the weſt. 


Another from the Perſian Prince with offers 


Of ſtrong aſſiſtance, or a fure aſylum. 

The veterans too, with whom he lately quell'd 

The barbarous Huns, will aid his daring Fey 
'KL2 — And 
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And that ſecurely he may ſtrike the blow, 
He feigns retirement to his rural vale 
In fair Ionia. 

Is the ſlave lo bed 2 
Shrewd, hardy, voidof fear, from whom no tortures 
Could wring the ſecret —Still in thy mind's eye. 
Obſerve the progreſs. View how Theodora 
Aſſails Juſtinian. See the letters found, 4 
Produced, examined; the known hand of Narſes; z 
The ſeal of Perſia. Hear to ſtrengthen all, 


Claudius the Senator, by me ſuborn'd ; 


He hath been*ſounded, truſted with their plan, 

To cruſh our now-ſucceſsful chriſtian doctrines ; 

And in our ſacred temples re-eſtabliſh  - 

The idol worſhip. Hear how Eutyches - 

Juſtinian's favour'd prieſt, his ſoul's director, 

Urges this plea with all his eloquence. _ 

View ſuperſtition gain predominance, 

That all-o'er-ruling principle, and love, 

Honour, reſpe&, and every recent merit 

Shall nought avail. —-E'er morn my friend, my 
Decius, 

Shall theſe twin ſtars Wh the horizon ſet, 

To riſe no more. 


Till then my thoughts will lye 


On expectations rack. | 4 


Yet calmly ſmile. 
Rene! but hold e ee to aid us, 
As 


Nar. 
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As time ſhall warrant. Cheriſh bold ambition. 

The army ſhall be thine. Retire my friend. 
(Exit Decius.) 

Oh ! the delicious . of ſweet revenge 

Unto the thirſty lip! een to the lees 

I'll drain the cup, and ſatiate all my ſoul. 


Say Beliſarius ſhould retreat He leaves 


His ſon behind, taught doubtleſs to perplex, 
To thwart my plans; perchance to worm himſelf 


Into Juſtinian's favour.— Ve are fathomd 


All- potent conquerors! ſhort ſighted heroes ! 
Let but Juſtinian with his uſual eaſe _ | 
And weak credulity be led, and down, 


. Down to the regions of the grave ye fall, 
While Narbal holds uncurb d the ſovereign ſway. 
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A CT II. 


SCENE 1. 5 1 in „le Houſe of Alen 


ProRBAs, MARCELLA- 


Mar. Tn me, Phorbas! but the feenes of night 


Are ſtill before my eyes. I faw thee clad 
As yeſterday, in rich triumphal robes ; 


1 ſtood as then, upon the northern tower 
Marking thy gallant entrance. On a ſudden 
Dark difmal Clouds whence ſulphurous lightnings 


flaſh'd 
Oppoſed my view. When ſtrait I ſaw thee dead, 


Cover d with wounds, and Narbal waving o'er thee 


A ſword bedew'd with blood. I waked in horror ; 
Nor can I yet eraſe the deep impreſſion. 


Por. And ſhall unreal dreams diſturb thy peace? 


Disjointed emblems of our waking thoughts ? 
Where is the wiſdom of Marcella's mind ? 
True, we have fear'd the baſe deceit of Narbal; 
But freſh-adorn'd with honour and renown, 
With power inveſted, in Juſtiniarys love 

Fix'd firm, in vain will he and Theodora 
Their malice pong” which ſtingleſs, ſhall inflict 


No mortal wound. 


Mar. 
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_ Man” Why cannot we retire 
With Beliſarius? What is power or fame, 
| To thoſe unenvied joys which bleſs the country? 
Phor. What joys can thy imagination paint ? 
Mar. Ah! canſt thou aſk me? Should I not poſſeſs . 
Thy much-lov'd converſe ? balm of every care? 
The verdure of the fields, the gurgling brooks, 
The high oaks quivering to the weſtern gale, 
The yellow corn-field, and melodious note 
Of lark, or nightingale, to me are joys 
Of ſecondary conſequence. 
Phor. No more, 
Alluring temptrefs ! inclination leads 
With thee to pleaſing fond ideal haunts ; 
But duty, fame, and virtue fix me here. 
Well have thy father's actions earn'd retirement, 
Like autumn's fruits thick hang his honours on 
him, | 
Mine are but in the bloſſom.—lo! he comes! 
BxLISARIUS advancing. 
Welcome the proſpect of ſerene delight! 
Of calm content, whoſe gentle rays ſhall gild 
The evening of my life ! unvex'd by ſtorms 
Which ſhake ambition ; far from hate and guile ; 
And the pernicious blaſt of ſickening envy. 
(Seeing MARCELLA and PHORBAS.} 
My Phorbas ! my Marcella !—and behold - 
Enter ANTONINA and Juntvs.} 
Junius and Antonina !—fweeteſt boy! 


Thy 


68 
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Thuy tongue ſhall charm the weary hours of age, 


And ſoothe it's pains. —O': ! beſt and moſt beloved! 


This is the auſpicious time which ſets me free. 


Not with more heart felt pleaſure doth the ruſtic 
After the toils of day, at ſun-ſet enter 


His lowly home. Like the old warrior horſe, 


Phor. 


Diſmiſs'd by ſome kind maſter, to his hills, 
And verdant meads, once more ſhall I reviſit 
The paths of nature, and ſenſations feel 
Long unexperienc'd. | 

| Thus the ancient Roman, | 
From dictatorial pomp his farm regain'd, 


Array d in glory. Fit for every ſtation 


Bel. 


Art thou; the warrior, politician, ſage, 
In thee are blended. 
What from ſome, my ſon, 
Might be deem d flattery, in thee is love, 
ReſpeR, and filial duty.—To thy hands 


My charge, the good Juſtinian hath deliver'd ! 


Phor. 


And, truſt me, an important one it is, 
Requiring all thy vigour. Oh! be ſtill, 
Juſt, and humane! to ſtricteſt diſcipline 
Add tender care, ſo ſhall the ſoldiers bleſs thee. 
Be to thy enemies, in battle, dreadful; _ 
But ſpare the ſuppliant, ſpare the unarmed head. 
Nor ever let the old diſbanded warrior 
Taſte of diſtreſs and penury. 

To thee 
I owe whate'er I am !—to thy example 


What 


Bel. 


Mar. 


Bel. 
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Whate er I ſhall be. 
Bear thyſelf upright 
In camp, or court ; deſpiſe the unſound policy 
Of knaviſh cunning. Far above the reach 
Of the mean villain ſoars illuſtrious greatneſs, 
And excellence of ſoul. —Yet prudent be thou, 
And circumſpe&. Above the reſt of men 
Beware of Narbal ; truſt not Theodora. 
Safe in thy proper dignity, nor dread, 
Nor with blind confidence repoſe on others. 
Why weeps my daughter ? 
| Happineſs is yours. 
Here ſplendid care and diſcontent reſide, 
Fain would I ſacrifice ſome years of life 
Thus rettet. 
Be comforted my daughter. 


In ſuch a dearth of goodneſs, duty calls 


On youths who like thy Phorbas feel theeflame 
Of patriot love, to mingle with the crew 
Of bafe pretenders. I but go before 
Your ſteward, and purveyor. . Each addition 
Of uſe or ornament, I ſhall be pleaſed | 
To think you one day will poſſeſs, and love 
The building, for the builder. Every tree 
I plant, will pleaſe me, when I ſhall reflect 
You and your chiidren will enjoy the ſhade. 
It is not probable his days of trouble 
Will equa) mine; long e er he ſhall arrive 

L - = At 
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At my extent of years, I hope the army, 
. b e | 


Eater Ca ius. 


» 


Cains! hate! x contend? 


Caius. The meſſenger of ill I come. Oh] fly! 


Quit theſe vile dwellings of deceit and fraud 
With rapid eagle's ſpeed ! By Narbal truſted, 
Eumenes is your friend: from him I come. 
Deep is the plot, and ſtrong is the confpiracy, 
Tho it's extent he knows not. He and Decius 
Are ordered to convey you to the palace, 


While Entyches among his pious brethren 


Whiſpers malignant lies; that you propoſe 


Our worſhip to o'erthrow, and rear again 


Nor e en your ne- won triumph 


Ant. 


Mar. 


The pagan ſtructure from its mouldering ruins. 

Narbal and Theodora have determined 

That not your long deſerts, your bravery, virtue, 

ſhall protect vob. 

Eumenes ſees no ſafety but in flight. 

Haſte! fruſtrate by your ſpeed the dire intent 

Of baſe malevolence. I muſt away, | 

Left intercepted I ſhould ſhare your fate, 

And loſe all future power to aid, to ſerve you. 
| 20 Exit. 


Oh! fly! this inſtant fly! 
Loſe not 4 moment. 


1, 
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ai Haſte to Nicanor by the port he dwells, 
And will with ſpeed convene the band of veterans. 
In the firſt bark we find, with our domeſtics 
Steer we for Aſia, where all hearts are thine. 
_ Meanwhile the veterans ſhall ſecure our paſſage. 
Bel. Steer thou for Aſia | ſeek its fartheſt climes! 
Fly all! but Belifarius here remains. 
Ant. A prey to Narbals?Z;¹ + 
Bel. Not a Fugitive, 
Proclaiming guilt. 
Ant. I ſee, alas! thy FREY 
Bel. Which I have never fear'd. 
Mae © 1 Yet pity us! 
Bel. I do. But will not ſkreen myſelf by baſeneſs. 
Mar. What e remains? 
Bel. Our innocence. 
Mar. What guard is that? 
Bel. More than e armies; 
It fortifies the heart. | 
Mar. Ohl we are loſt! 
1] ſee my Phorbas all our fate before us, 
Painted in blackeſt characters I ſee it. 
O Beliſarius, if thou wilt not yield 
To our intreaties, kill us not with ſternneſs ! 
Kneel Junius! heed, oh! heed his infant prayer ! 
Bel. Why wound me thus Marcella! I knew not 
That I was ſtern. en looks, Py affect 
me. 
11 2 Ply 
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EELISARIUS. 
Pity for you, indignant rage, diſdain, 


And love of glory. Mid the different conflict 


The latter triumphs. Beliſarius muſt not 


Sink in his own opinion. Grief may rend 
My heart ; treatment unmerited ſtir up 


Reſentment in me; but my eye ſhall not 
Quit ſight of the guiding ſtar, fix d rectitude, 
That never ſets. Lead theſe diſtreſs'd apart 
Fear not. Proſperity again will ſmile. 
Lead them apart my ſon —1 meet alone | 
Theſe meſſengers. LR. 


B&LISARIUS falone.) 


Tis true. I feel it now in every nerve 
The energy of virtue. It ſupports, 

Enlightens, ſtrengthens.— Tryer of mankind! 
Adverſity !' come onward! I will meet thee _ 
With open arms. To the unprepared heart 
How dreadful are thy terrors !—All that's paſs'd, 


A bright extent of fame, beyond thy power 


Is placed. — Tho they have reach d my ſtage of 
being, 
How many fink oblivious !—I have lived 
Compared with them, this mortal life thrice o'er. 
With bleſſings, praiſes, willing honours crown d, 
Unforced, unbought applauſe.—The recollection 
Warms me throughout, and thaws the froſt of age 
Which otherwiſe would make the thicken'd blood 
Curdle 
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Curdle within it's mazy labyrinths. _ 
Yet am I man—nature is powerful ſtill - 
A ſigh will riſe; a tear will fall—firm bound 
Is the connubial, the parental chain. 


Whatever link is ſhock'd, the faithful center 


Feels the vibration. —In myſelf: prepared 

To meet each accident, for them my ſoul 

5 ſoft as melting wax. No more of this. 
I'm ready. Vet is paſſive fortitude 

More arduous, than moſt-intrepid action. 


Enter Delius, EumEentes, Cavs, SLAVE, and 


Bel. 


GUARDS. 


Dec. The Emperor's mandate. 


I obey his orders; 
Andam your priſoner. Take my ſword ; it'sedge 
None but his enemies e er felt. The weapon 


Ts little worth; the cauſe it hath been uſed in 


Was always juſt. My ſon is comprehended 


Dec - 


Bel. 


Within this ſchedule ; he will ſoon attend. 
What is the imputed crime? 

My orders urge me 26 
To haſte immediate, nor admit a parley. - 
This faithful ſlave diſcovers hidden letters, 
And doubtleſs thoſe the criminal hath read. 
I read upon thy forehead, Narbal's creature; 


And in his eyes, a lye. 


Dec. 
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Dec. Suſpect not us; 
18 am are thy friends. 
Bel. Ulyſſes 


Pleaded for Palamedes, when he placed 
The gold within his tent, which cauſed his death. 
Dec. J oft have matk'd, and wonder d how ferenity 
Can with the traitor dwell. O ſhame! Juſtinian 
-Hath loaded thee with generous acts of kindneſs, 
For which thy honeſt hand would plant a dagger 
In his unthinking heart. 
Bel. At length thy words 
Betray thee. So the ſerpent lurks awhile 
Hiſſing beneath his bhuſh, e'er he diſcovers 
His ſpeckled creſt, and brandiſhes his ſting. 
Dec. I came not to impart, or hear reproaches. 
Tullus with me. {fo the Slave.) Eumenes guard 
he paffage. 
I will fecure his fon, theſe papers ſeize, 
And ftrait return. —(Exeunt Decius and Slave, Ge. 


| Zum. Retire, and keep the door. (tothe guards.) 
Caius remain. OBelifarius would'ft thon not 
Enjoy thy liberty? a 
Bel. It's golden hours 
Are worth a kingdom's price. 
Eum. | "They may 9 
Bel. What mean'ſt thou ? 5 
um. We have ſounded 5 
The guards, and half 8 the flight; ſhould 


Decius 
Offer 


BELISARIUS | 
e, he would rue the 
Meanwhile thy family may gain the port; 
We ſoon will follow. 
el. : I then ſa alter d? 

Doſt thou not know me? Who am? 
| 'Fhe man | 
Whom I moſt honour, Beliſarius, 

This age's glory, and it's wonder. 


Eum. 


* 


No more. Years have not changed or warp'd my 
nature ; wn 
I ſtill am Beliſarius. 
um, I am perforee. = 
el. Thy fri 
Regarded well. This teſti 
mean to bury deep within my breaſt, 
or let it ever rife to light againſt the 


* 


Enter Drcius, Prox As, Sc. 


Thy looks infect my aged my fon. 
ow did'ſt thou leave them 1 9 
Phor. Overcome grief, 
00 violent to utter their complaints. 
hey only wring their hands, fitting in ſilence 
motionleſs as ſtatues, I ſhould there 
ave grown. into the earth, had not ſtern force 
Dragg'd me away. Twere beſt you faw them 


not. 
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Bel. 


BELISARIUS. 
I ſee them now too well. My heart o'erflows 


With ſympathiſing pity. Weakneſs cauſes not 
Thy tears or mine; for they deſerve the tribute. 


So excellent in nature, ſo affectionate, 


With meekeſt duty joining tendereſt love; 
Deep will affliction penetrate their ſouls, 


And I feel all the wound. O my good youth! 


Dec. 


Are you prepared? 
| Me are. The ſtroke of malice 


May ſtun, but not deſtroy. I've ſeen the ſoldier 


Tho ſunk upon his knee, rebound with vigour, 
And ſlay the enemy who gave the blow. 

If overcome, he for his country died, 
And cheated death, acquiring endleſs glory. 


The field is not the only bed of honour ; 


The gloomy prifon, torturing wheel, or ſcaffold 
Virtue can ſanctify. The thoughts of men 
No power controuls, and aftertimes embalm 


The memory of the good. Guilt trembles ever; 


Fearful thro life ; and on the ſilken bed, 


Or ſtretch'd on roſes, ſees with ghaſtly eye 


Death's flow, but ſure approach. It's end is 


- « dreadful; 
A leſſon to the preſent, to poſterity 
A tale of ignominy and contempt. 


Proceed. Wie ſollow. 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE IM. 
AnToONniNA. MARCELLA. 


Mar. Oh! ſhould he die, I never would ſurvive him. 
No more of hope—I ſee no ray of light 
Thro the wild waſte to guide our devious feet. 
Yet bounteous heaven ordains, when fortune 

lowers, 
And with fierce rage the growing tempeſt ſwells, 
Mid all it's bittereſt wrath, a friendly dagger 
Will give us peace. (pulls out a dagger.) 


Fla. Oh! ſhun deſpair Marcella, 


The worſt of fiends that fatal weapon baniſh. 
Mar. No.—But tilt human ſtrength can bear no more, 
And from the conflict ſhrinks—it reſts in peace. 
Ant, Why prophecy their deaths? Heroes e er now 
Have felt the weight of ignominious bonds, 
Yet roſe ſuperior to their vaunting foes. 
Say, can Juſtinian in his height of power : 
Dare to command? In their full ſcope of cruelty 
Can Theodora, can the treacherous Narbal 
Prompt the dire act of murther ? Will they hazard 
The chance of tumult? the awaken'd anger 
Of all the Roman provinces? Can Phorbas, 
Can Belifarius periſh ſo unjuſtly ? | 
„„ . 
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And vengeance ſleep? Truſt me, ten thouſand arms 
Will ſoon be raiſed; and een among his guards, 
The troops conſpire, to pull deſtruction down 
Upon the offenders heads. 
| And what avails 


The tardy puniſhment ? why do not now 
While yet they live, vindictive armies riſe ? 


The dead are ſoon forgotten; who diſturbs 


Their ſlumbers? Friendſhip paſſes far aloof 
With bluſhing face, or at the midnight hour 


May ſeek the tomb, then wring her hands together, 


And ſay, too late my aid; e'er death en, 


Why ſtrove I not to fave them? 


Ant 


Mar. 


| Throned in the inſufferable blaze of light, 


Ant. 


I miſtruſt not 
The righteous gods ;. who ever heed the cauſe, 
The ſacred cauſe of innocence and virtue. 
The gods are juſt, are good. Shall I arraign 
Their high o'erruling power Oh! where ye ſit, 
(Kneeling) 


Look down with pitying eyes, and in the time 
Of deep adverſity, ſuſtain, preſerve 

Thoſe whom your own enlivening ſpirit form'd 
The beſt, the nobleſt of the human race! 


It dawns. The face of hope more bright appears. 


Juſtinian cannot but protect the men 
To whom his utmoſt gratitude is due. 

But ſhould he fail to guard them in the hour 
Of ſad diſtreſs, by calumny aſſail d, 


BELISARIUS, 


Let us in weeds of mourning ſeek the empreſs, 


And proſtrate at her feet. 
O mean expedient ! 


Mar, 


Idle, and fruitlefs Shall the honour'd wife 
Of Beliſarius, ſhall his daughter ſtoop 
Toabject candeſcenſion ? 
Ant. Could we ſave them, 
Shall nice faſtidious notions interfere? 
Or haughtineſs reſtrain us? 
Unconſcious of her preſent ſtate of greatneſs, 
We interchanged the vows of equal friendſhip, 
Tho now ambition has uſurp'd her mind, 
And bigot zeal ; yet when her eyes behold us 
+ Prone on the ground, the embers may reyive 
Of ancient love, and by humility. 
We gain a prize above the wealth of worlds. 


Mar. Oh! I have raiſed my towering thoughts too high. 


= 


In her youth, 


Admiring all the godlike qualities 
Of my great father, blended happily 


In Phorbas' breaſt, I fed my eager ſoul 


Till it dilating view'd with fix'd indifference 


Each ſublunary being. 


Sunk far beneath me brought to the ſacred touch 
Now caſt I off 


Pride, glowing ſhame. To my condition levell'd, 


Of this compariſon. 


K1 


themſelves 


I own the duſt my origin! and fall, 

Preſs d by the hand of ſtrong neceſſity, 
Where, for myſelf, to gain a thouſand years 
Of mortal life, I ſhould refuſe to bend. | Exeunt. 


M m 2 


SCENE 


299 


BELISAR1US. 


+. SCENE III. | The Palace. 


JusrixiAx, TrEODORA, NARBAL. 


J. Above each earthly tye we owe our duty 


To thee, O moſt adored! By thee fupported, 
I dare with firmneſs raiſe the rod of iron 
| Oer thy contemners ! Pious Eutyches 

With holy fervour hath enlarged my heart. 
His arguments and thine, my Theodora, 
Were pregnant with conviction. Juſtice triumphs: 
Yet would I not to death purſue its dictates ; 
Degraded from their honours, and exiled, 
They pay the debt of treaſon. Mild their pu- 
niſhment, 

- Shewing our ſenſe of paſt deſerts. Andmercy, 
No leſs than juſtice, is the attribute 
Of awful Deity. —Shall man then ſin? 
Arid ſhall not man relent? 


Theo. Doſt thou again relapſe into thy . 


Is this the firm reſolve to do heaven ſervice ? 
But oh! remember, tho in private ſtation 
Thy ſoul might yield unblamed to melting pity, 
Not to himſelf alone the ſovereign lives; a 
Millions on thee depend, to thee look up 

For prefervation. Wouldſt thou then to ſave 
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| The proved view our fertile provinces 
| Laid waſte by civil broils? Our cities fack'd ? 
Subjects gainſt ſubjects warring ? Shall the croſs 


Which now triumphant ſtands, beneath the feet 


FS 


trembling life, againſt our power rebel, 


© 


ſtrive for ions f „ IN ITO, 
The contradictions of the human mind ' 
Vet oſt, cho youthful years will turn 
| rom deeds of treachery ; when age ſteaks on, 
Each early ſcyan-in the ſpring put forth, 
Een by manhood cheriſh'd, will be blaſted. 
Nar. Such muſt be Beliſarius. Loft'in wonder, 
can I no give:credence tothe proofs, 
Forceful and clear, of his ingratitude. 
t Brutus ſlew his father and his friend. 
ives have imbrued their hands in huſbands blood, 
Brothers have flain their ui I brother, 
rged by the fiend ambition. —O Juſtinian ! 
Would that my death could purchaſe 


89 . | i . 8 
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o all thy plans, in-deepeſt wiſdom 
IJ ꝰo bleſs thy ſubjects, and ſecure forever 


The faith by thee protected! Would to heaven 


* 
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- The life of Beliſarius u be pegs,” 
Ts e periſſi ii! 
Tub 45 Will no > danger. es... 
| "Fr rom out their: aſhes ?—Juſtice hath * 
The ſafety of the ſtate demands their deaths. 
The ilave the letters found, the anſwers penn d, 
The words of Claudius urge the ſtern decrec. 
But nel er could they alone this deed contrive 
Of black deteſted villainy.—Will treaſon, 
And reſtive mutiny be. ſlain with them? 
Rather I ſee upriſing multitudes _ | , + 
Quickened to action, and conſpiracy 
On every ſide, with mortal violence, 
And open front, advance againſt our — 
E Let it advance! Muſt I again Juſtinian 
Tell thee, a kingdom is a glorious tomb z 
Thy arguments ſhould rather ſtring the nerves 
Of ſpeedy execution. Winged minutes 
Hlaſte on to ſafety ; While the tardy ſtep 
Of dull ſuſpicion ſtumbles at the threſhold, 
And wWakes the fury danger in her cave. 
And ſound the populace ? If his confinement 
0 bear with ineffectual murmurs only, 
We loſe not our caution. Death may follow. 
Or ſay the ſword on Phorbas firſt n, 
Without his active aid, tho Beliſarius 
| Should even be enlarged, the treaſonous head 
| | - I» Wanting the hand, will give no birth to terror. 
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Juſt. The guardian care of Providence protect me 
And your true aid, and counſel! Let the ſword 
Deſcend on Phorbas.—Hold—receive our lignet- 
Act as ourſelves—their fate is in thy hands. 
Nar. With pity and reluctance, to Eumenes 
I bear thy orders. | [ Exit. 
1 Theodora! oh! 
How keen my feelings! never did I ſentence 
Without a pang, the meaneſt of my ſubjects; 
But now what torture racks my inmoſt ſoul, _ 
And tears each finer nerve of bleeding friendſhip ! 
Yes, witneſs heaven, how dearly I eſteem'd them! 
Should they be guiltleſs But their crimes are 
obvious. 
How would the tongues of men exclaim againſt 
„ 
How branded to the world ſhould 12 appear, | 
How baſe in hiſtory's impartial page! 
Their guilt is manifeſt—theſe pangs are nature's. 
Religion, public love approve the deed. 
Oh! calm my ſoul! Yet tho excelling all 
Thy ſex in wiſdom, fruitleſs were the taſk. 
Time only can perform that office; time 
Which ſoftly checks the reins of headſtrong grief, 
And by degrees wears out the trace of memory. 


ACT 
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Ant. Unuſed to fear, I tremble, and my knees 


Ant. 
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ACT III. 
scENE I. The Palace. 
MARCELLA, ANTOXINA, Junius. 


Methinks theſe walls I with their in- 
-- habitants; 

Dark do they ſeem, hae tis Rus. 

Is this the place where ſedulous attention, 
Obſequious homage, and the voice of gladneſs 


Purſued our ſteps? Where each beholder's eye 


Mar. The change is in ourſelves: The fickle croud 


Ne. 


Caught at our tranſient looks? our tranſient ſmiles? 


Surrounding greatneſs, like the flies of June 


Ope to the fun their many- e coloured wings; 


When damps ariſe, and evening dews deſcend, 
They ficken, and are ſeen no more. 


Unſtable, ſcarce ſupport my aged frame. 


Who paſſes yonder ? Dec ius Tho my ſoul 


Abhors communication with that _ 
He may be uſeful. Decius 
Who are ye, 
That i in deſpite of happineſs and joy 
Ae in weeds of ſorrow ? 
Ant. 
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Ant. O affecttation vile! Inſulting meanneſs ! 
From thee that queſtion? Know ſt thou not the 
daughter „ | 
Of Belifarius? Oft haſt thou before him 
d low thy pliant head, often to her, 
Otten to me, cringed like a fawning ſpaniel. 
Are happineſs and joy within theſe walls ? 
Falſe as thou art, thou wilt not dare aſſert it. 
The fate of heroes hangs in dread ſuſpenſe, 
And all who feel one glimmering ray of virtue 
Grieve in their hearts. Narbal and all his flaves, 
Tho clad in ſmiles, are tortured with anxiety. 
Juſtinian, Theodora, have their fears. 
ec. Was it thy purpoſe to upbraid me thus? 
Shame to my eaſy nature which obey' = 
The call of pride. Vain woman! to the winds 
_ Caſt thy reproaches. Decius hears no more. { Exit 
Thou groveling miſcreant hence 
. Enter EUMENES. | 
| Say, are our features 
nknown to thee ? are we ſo ſoon forgotten ? 
Eum, Forget you! know you not ! The ſun ſhall ceaſe 
o roll in heaven, e'er I forget the family | 
f Belifarius, and of | 
ar. 9 Worthy, 
Kind, kind Eumenes Decius croſs'd our way 
We hoped by his aſſiſtance to have gain d 
Admiſſion to the empreſs. He moſt tauntingly, 
Moft cruelly, afk'd who we were. | 5 
Nu : 
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* Tis true, tis true by heaven! 
Excuſe me O Eumenes! not like him 
Art thou, the hungry flatterer of greatneſs, 
The needy vaſſal of a {laviſh courtier. 
Forgive the pceviſh error of my tongue, 
Deſigned for him, not thee: the ſtroke oblique 
_ Aimi'd at another, ſprung from inward pride, 
And female ſpleen. Alas! alas! Eumenes ! 
Suppliants we come; wilt thou from Theodora 
Humbly mens an audience ? 
Eum. 8 If the dart „ 
ot death were pointed to oppoſe my entrance. 
Tho much I fear ſhe will not ſee you, much 
If ſeen, her ear will be to your _ 
Moſt marble-nerved. 
Ant. „ Het 0 3 I conjure thee. 


Zum. Is there a taſk Eumenes would refuſe 


At thy deſire? I will return with lpeed, 

And bear her anſwer. - . [ Extt. 
3 Tender-natured man ! | 

I for thy ſake retract the raſh opinion 

Which I had well nigh form'd, and think there 

may be dee 

Some ee remaining in a court. | 
Mar. Will ſhe admit us think ſt thou? Hark! he comes! 

Was ſhe e er moved by melting pity?— Hark! 

1 marvel at his ſtay.— Oh! for a tongue 

Of moſt perſuaſive eloquence, to move 

As muſic did of old, the rocks and trees, | 

bs: Obedient 
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Obedient to the magic ſtrain I fear 


All will be fruſtrate.— How I dread this interview! 


Not yet! not yet! — She will not ſurely fee us. 
Oh! ſhe is ſtern, and not to be intreated. 

I had methought conn'd in my mind a leſſon; 
But it is lown—quite loſt—confuſion reigns. 
Poor Junius oh! thy mother's heart, my boy, 
Is torn aſunder.—Generous Eumenes! 


Enter EUMENES. 


Will me admit and How did * receive thee? 
What ſaid ſhe? Did ſhe frown upon thy meſſage? 

Eum. Moſt noble, and revered! too raſh was J. 

Propitious is the hour. To Theodora 

I proffer'd your petition ; ſhe, with calmneſs, 
By the ſoft motion of a gentle ſmile - : 
Only diſturb'd, bade me to introduce you. 

Ant. Supporter of the weak! whoſe words revive 
The drooping heart of ſorrow, be our guide! 
Should'ſt thou be e'er unhappy, may ſt thou find 
A friend congenial with thyſelf, to pity, ' 

| And lend thee ſuccour ! Rather may ſt thou ne'er 
Need his afliſtance ! O ye gods ſhower down, 
Shower down your choiceſt bleſſings from above, 


And crown his days with happineſs and peace! 


N n 2 | Exeunt. 


* 
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SCENE II. 
ky THEODORA (alone. 


Tus eclipſe is paſs'd; and our imperial light 


May ſhine at length unrivall d. Heaven is juſt. 
And pride laid low affords a ſpectacle, | 
On which the greatneſs it before inſulted 


Can look well pleaſed : cen it religion join'd not 


Io give her plaudit to the final ruin 


Of hated pagan foes. —They bore the ſway— 


Juſtinian and myſelf were but as toys, 


Or ſecondary adventitious ornaments 
To grace their diadem ; the homagers, 


And ſhadows of their power; the ſubſtance their's 8. 


And do they claim my pity? It 1 is well. 
Enter Evrennss, F LAVIA, Sc. 


Eum. Moſt gracious empreſs ! Beliſarius' wife, 


His daughter, and the ſon of youthful Phorbas. 


Theo. Leave us; this tender interview requires 


Ant. 


No prying eye. [ Exit. Eumenes. 
Moſt welcome! nay believe me, 


That thus as ſupplicants you come before us 


Our heart feels no diſpleaſure: 

O Theodora! proſtrate at thy feet [ They kneel. 

See that ill-fated wretch, who heretofore 

Was honour'd with that deareſt name, thy friend! 
> Theo. 


10 
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Theo. Nay riſe. —Our friend, and the illuſtrious daughter 
Ot our renowned General at our feet! 
It ſhall not be. 
Mar. Bent lowly to the earth. 
By dire calamity, we riſe no more, 
Unleſs thou ſtretch thy hand N * 
And raiſe us up to life. 
. Name your requeſt. 


Ant. And need I name it? Think O Theodora 


What pangs we feel. The father and the huſband; 
Loyal and innoceht, draggd from our arms 
By their relentleſs foe; in chains; immured 
Within yon hateful walls, the traitor's manſion. 
O bleeding fame! O agony intolerable] - 
Of which ne er may the fainteſt portion touch... 
Thy royal boſom! 
Thop.: - + | Wherefore —— to me? 
1 am no deity,—Miſtaken worthippers ! 
Go, offer up your prayers to thund'ring Baal ; 
To pale Aſtarte! or your houſhold gods. - 
Where are your crouds of ſlaves ? your robes of 
= AE | 
This garb of mourning! Doth NES Jy 
Her, who aſpired to Theodora's ſtation ? 
Named you my former a This your 
pride | 
Long time has cancell'd. Now the crime, the 
guilt | | 


oF 
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Ol thoſe you plead for, ſink you to a depth- 


Which mercy' > PONY in vain would fathom. 
Ws Wer 


ses baue 5 Joh 


'F * woman! gullt! 1 thine i is the 57D the ſtain 
Of ſpotted infamy.—Hah ! Antonina ! 

And are we here ! aud have we knelt before her ! 
- Guilt! guilt | oh! wherefore didlt thou bring 
©. hither! _, 

My heart! 25 head —Faſte! let us hence with 


ſ peed. TORY 
Here ſerpents dwell, ingratitude, deceit, 


| And every odious monſter. Let us hence. 
Ant. Ceaſe my Marcella! deareſt boy! — not. 
Mar. And what is her religion! cruelty. 
Proud too, ſhe call'd us But I now am calm; 
This undeſerved treatment hurts me not. 
Vet am I proud ; proud of my innocence; 
Of thee my Junius, of thy father proud. 
But pomp, and grandeur, wealth, and glittering 
Never for their intrinfic merit prized, 
Now vaniſh into nothing.—Riches court 
Taue hand of fools—the baſe may riſe to power. 
The humble and the innocent are here, 


' Oferwhelm'd with miſery.—Away! Away! 
- [Exeunt. 


* 
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SCENE III. 4 Priſon. 
BELISARIUS, PHORBAS, (in chains.) | 42 
Bel. Deluded Prince | 7 2 
Oh! ill condition d ſtate of empire! girt L 
By intereſt and deceit, a conſtant cloud 
The regal throne envelops. At a diſtance. - 
Stands truth, and weeps. An eye, like nen 
keen, 
And as the ſun, commanding, is required 
To pierce through, or . on inciecing 1 
gloom, | 4 
And ſee the lovely mourner in her tears. 2 
Phor, How are we fallen! the virid leaves of hope 
Sear'd in their prime! O days of bliſs o erpaſt 
Which now but deeper tent the wounds of anguith ! 
Bel. Shall we of courage at a diſtance boaſt? 
And when become the inmates with misfortune, 
| Caſt back a wiſtful look to happineſs? . 
Shrinking beneath the rigorous embrace 


Of our too ſtern companion ?— Conſcious virtue 
Irradiating the choſen mind, forbids it 


x 


- To ſhare the common fatGeeee‚ 
Phor. Nor do I faint. 1 
| Nor ſhall thy ſon, my father, from thy fide H 
In this enn conflict backward turn v5 


His 
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His coward ſtep. —Yet while reſentment burns, 
I cannot but invoke revenge, and hurl 7 
Pernicious curſes on the heads of thoſe 
Who cauſed our ruin. | 

Will they aught avail ? 
Sprung from the impetuous ardour of thy youth, 
Will they c'er reach their boſoms? Tho I plead 
For brutal apathy, yet patience gives 
A nobler triumph, in her awful ſilence 
Far more expreſlive, than the tumid look, 
mn wind of eee ee them not. 


Phor Perfection is not mine. 


Nor mine, nor any man's. 
Yet, what a glorious aim ! ſeeing the fane 
On yonder towering eminence, to labour 
Up the rough paſſage, till we gain the height 
Allotted to humanity !—The mind 
Of buſy malice haſtens on our fate; 
Tis her's forever to be baſe and treacherous ; 
But our's the few ſhort moments which remain, 
To ſtudy how with dignity to live, 


With dignity to die. 


Again I riſe. 
"Ani father I emerge, and ſhake 
Deſpondence from me.—Hark ! the jarring door! 
And footſteps which the echoing vault rebounds ! 
g eee a g 
Enter 
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Enter EuUMBNes, 3 Goanns. 


82 
Ts 
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Eum. Ungrateful are my tidings. 
Bel. Speak them boldly. 50 
Eum. I come, alas! to bear thy ſon ou hence 1 ö 
8 Ro execution, 8 
%. Him alone 
Eum. Such are my orders. 
Bel. Lead the victim forth! 
Never was ſoul more ſpotleſs offer d up 
To the pure gods: fit ſacrifice for heaven. 
Phor. Behold that beſt, that braveſt of mankind! 
He taught me how to live, and, harder taſk, 
Hath taught me how to die. 1 
Bel. Let me embrace the. 5 
SN could have wiſh'd thee flain i in glorious battle, 
Slain for thy country. But to fall unjuſtly 
Is no mean fate. Thank heaven thou doſt not 
8 merit . 
The ſtroke of death. Theſe tears n bathe 
| my cheek 
Would then have ſprung from alefs noble motive, 
For thy polluted honour. Theſe are nature's, 
Which cannot part unmoved from what it loves. 
Zum. Would I could lengthen out his date of life 


+ Till nature brake the ſeal! But fate withſtands ; 

! Nor will Juſtinian's orders brook delay. | 
Por. O Beliſarius! ſhould relentleſs malice, 

er Afraid to touch thy ſacred head, ſtop ſhort 


Oo | In 
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In it's mid courſe ; let thy Marcella know 
My dying thoughts were fix d on her-—My ſon ! 
O fgge:—But hence vain murmurs !—This em- 
brace— _ . 
Receive my. gratitude, affection, duty. | 
May the juſt gods thro this dark maze of care 
Lead forth thy ſteps !—Cheriſh my memory 
To thee, and to the virtuous I bequeath it. 
Farewell ! I go where coward fraud prepares 
No ſubtle web, nor violence its chains. 
| Perhaps to mix with heroes ; ; where at leaſt 
The plagues of this infeſted world exiſt not, 
Selſ-blinded folly, and wide-waſting Vice. 
Exeunt. 
Bel. Dear youth ! thy blood alone can ne'er afſuage | 
I be thirſt of hot revenge. Hapleſs old man! 
J ſhould have gone before him oer my aſhes 
He ſhould have dropp'd the filial tear. —Alone ! 
Yet not without reſource ; while {till within 
The voice of conſci lence ſoothes oppreſſive grief. 


3 . 
scENE IV. The Hou/e of Beliſarius. 


Axroxtxa, MARCELLA, Jux1vs. 


Ant. What can detain the lingering ſtep of Gaize?. 
He cannot too be falſe. | 
Mar. n Antonina! | 
Horror and death and treachery are around us ; 
| Life 
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Life is a whirlpool of perfidious wickedneſs, 
We, the light ſtraws that float upon the river, 

Are ſoon ingulph'd and loſt amid it's waves. 
For me, I wait my diſſolution calmly ; 
The death of Phorbas is my fated fignal.— 
My Junius too muſt periſh—O my ſon 
The barbarous wretch who triumphs o'er thy 


father, 
Will lay thee too: 
Fun. _ , "On thall protect me. 
Mar. None 


But tygers, or the pard, would injure thee. 
But men are brutal, and humanity 
Dells in the howling wilderneſs. —My comfort 
Een in the depth of my affliction! Image 
Of thy dear father, come into my arms! 
Ants) Who enters there ? 1 
Mar. Itit is the faithful Caius. 
Hahl! if thy face be index to thy ſoul, 
Some dreadful news thou bear ſt. 
Catus, Forgive me both! 
Much-injured, honour'd women? I am deſtined 
The oracle of ill. | 
Ant. 28 Say what - 
Mar. Are they alive? or | 
Caius. Hheliſarius lives. 
But Phorbas wi no more.— As in yt turn 
Of guard, I waited on the emperor's perſon, 
Narbal ER preſent, with an haſty ſtep 
Oo 2 Eumenes 


43 * 
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Eumenes enter d; ſee, he cried, the fword 
Which duty brings, ſtain d with the blood of | 
„ Phorbas ! -. f 
So ever fall thy enemies AE ina 
Thank d * and they retired, 

Ant. Will not the earth 
| Oy wide, and ſwallow them up Wirk! Ye 

heavens! | 
Is juſtice then with you an empty name *. 
That they yet live, and taint the vital air 
With their pernicious crimes!— Marcella! Hah! 
Her arms are rigid; and her eyes roll wild. 
My daughter! heaven forefend - accurſedtraitors! 
Mar. Come near my ſon; come near; tread ſoftly tho. 

| _ © Thy father lies here on the couch of death. 

Jun. Why look you thus? why graſp my hand ſo hard? 

Ant. O my dear daughter! what doſt thou behold 2 
Thy eye is riveted on viewleſs ſpace. _. 
Alas! ſhe heeds me not. This did I fear. 


She ne'er before taſted afflictions cup. 
1 Hark ! Hark! He ſpeaks. 


His face is pale; but liſten, liſten, liſten. 

Wilt not attend to him? See where he ſits! 

And hear him while he ſpeaks? I could methinks 
_ Give eax forever to his honey'd ſounds, - 
Liſten my ſon—He'll teach thee to be good 

To drive away deceit—to' bear a foul 
Which may be read, as the pure ſtream is ſeen | 
LS at) Thro 


E ow 
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Thro the pellucid ice.—I'll fit me down 
E have-watch'd Iago ! £fitonn dt ns 
Ant. O friend! in us thou ſee'ſt the vanity / Caius. 
Of human things. Where's Beliſarius now ? 

For thirty years the empire's ſureſt bubwark ? 
Preſerver of the univerſal ſtate?: 
dungeon. 
. wretch who: ſcarcely lives. 
run diſtracted. His brave fon-in- 


1 


Murder d. The comfort of his age d the boy 
Ot his fond ſoul?— Oh! my good friend i theſe 
üg ine, OTA ND 
Cannot be borne; fiercely they goad tlie mind, 
And ſhatter every faculty. Good Caĩius, 
Take, lead him forth. Poor child! thy fate is 
worlt. | i | 
hou haſt moſt years to run in this bad world. 
Lait Caĩus with * 


A 5 ; £ : * 1 Sr ef ES, 


yeioghtent*! 1 een 
Stand afide—come' not between us 
he ſun is ſet cold blows: the evening air. 
way ye horrid ſpecttes! Are ye gone? 5 
is well—'tis well. Hah ! they are here again. 
: is Narbal, and Eumenes.—Save me! ſave-me! 
wave their ſwords in 


« 
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| thou bloody corſe ! 
I Falling on the ground. 


» 
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Dol embrace thee ?—No—ye ſhall not part us. 


Ant. 


Marcella! calm! ch! calm this extacy! 


Mar. Tis the old tyrant all this while. —(/pringing up) 


What would ye? - 
Let go your hold; what, three to murther me! 


What have I done? Oh! art thou come my hero? 


Phorbas ſhall guard me gainſt you all. Strike on 


My gallant warrior ! there they fall! they fall! 


Spare him! no—kill him tho he graſp thy knees. — 
Plead'ſt thou thy hoary hair old emperor ! 


The hair of Beliſarius too was white 
As the fine-ſifted ſnow. —Kill Narbal firſt— 


O traitor dog! triumph! and victory! 
Oh! well didſt thou 2cquitthes«Jet me firain thee 
With cloſe embrace to my applauding heart. — 


| "Who bath done 'this > who hath | removed the 


* 


bodies? 


; My Lord! my Lord! nay, wherefore. doſt thou 


ſhun me? 
What 85 s this? nay, I ſhall overtake'you. 
(running out, Phorbas meets her.) 


Hahl who art thou? and whence? 
Phor. 


| Gods! is it thus? 
Marcella! Lo! thy Phorbas! 

4 Can it be? e 
"Myſterious providence! my ſon !—behold 
The poor Marcella!—Joy and grief will urge 
Me tanto commas: oy ſon! my ſon! 


How 
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How didſt thou?—Yet I aſk not—unto her 
| Be all thy care directed now. 
„ O agony! 
What doſt thou hear? Why doſt thoudart thine eye 
Swift thro the vaulted ſpace of yonder heaven? 
Mar. Muſic ! ſweet muſic! Hiſt! tis here tis gone, 
*T was joy paſs'd by upon a rapid ſun-beam! 
A Love beſtrides each dancing mote—they haſte 
To Theodora—have you heard the news ? 
The good Juſtinian ſleeps in earth, and * 
Is now the jolly bridegroom. 
Phor. 5 : Om powers ! 
Here look with pity. view your ſweeteſt work! 
EKReſtore! reſtore— 
Mar. Silence ! Revenge hath * 
© - Her heart the ſhaft ſticks deep—deſpair 
Hath thrown his cold and froſty arms about her. 
See! madneſs raving, clanks his iron chains, 
And beckons her to yon high mountain top! 
She falls—down—down—it was a deſperate leap. 
Phgr. Heart-rending ſight! my trembling knees would 
Did not the thoughts of yengeance yet ſupport me. 
Ohl! I will let it looſe, Thou deareſt woman! 
 Lookonme!—Now yeguſhingſtreams pour down! 
Empty your fountains! for I would within aber 
Keep nought but fire. 
... weed: you? have you loſt 


A darling huſband you? and you a wife! 
Oh! 
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On! I could tell you ſuch a tale of W oe 
But I can bear misfortunes manfully. 
Yet weep—weep—for my eyes refuſe their office; 
I'U fave your tears, and PO TEE his tomb— 
For he was worthy—— 
Phor. 8 Ohl! no more, no more. 
Leſt I take root e en here; or turn to ſtone 
By thy all- potent magic petrified. 
View me Marcella n way huſband? 
; I am thy Phorbas. | 
Mar. Oh! e Wl 
Thou art the ghoſt of Phorbas—do not weep— 
I ſoon will come to thee. —Hiſt! I will tell thee 
What thou know'ſt not ; grimdeath is overwearied, 
And Narbal hired, his place ſupplies—the gods 
Look down with fear, and tremble in their heaven. 
Would I could weep! my eyes are ſcorch d and dry, 
And not a ſingle little drop will flow 
At my deſire.— But art thou he indeed! 
Art thou my Phorbas! As I am alive | 
Thou ſhouldſt be he; none of the ſons of men 
But he, e'er wore that look humane, or beam'd 
Forth from his eyes the ſoul-bewitching ray 
Of mild compaſhon.—Oh ! my head is giddy. 
I prate I know not What. Is my boy dead? 
Poor little Junius dead, that thou thus weep'lt ? 
I'm all in error Phorbas—tell me, tell me, 
Is my boy dead? My ſtarting tears now flow, | 
| | And 
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And I will ſhed them o'er his grave forever, 
Like ill-ſtarr'd Niobe. 
_ Phor. | Weep on—weep on. 
Oh! bleſſed be the dawn of opening reaſon ! 
He lives Marcella; I am he indeed; | 
Thy ever-loving huſband. 
Mar. So thou art. — 
But did Eumenes' ſword pierce deep ? The wound 
Was deſperate. Who was thy kind ſurgeon? who? 
Oh! let me know, and I will follow him 
A thouſand miles on my bare knees to thank him. 
My mother !—Oh ! but Junius then is flain— 
The fon, and not the father. Bloody Narbal! 
Could nought ſuffice thee but the infant's death ? 
A mother's curſe upon thee Fly! fly! fly! 
Narbal and death ſtill dog us at the heels. 
What linger you ? #4 
Pior. All will be marr d again.— V 
| Support her Antonina ; lead her in. 1 
Thou ſhalt behold thy ſon Marcella; he 
Is well, and wiſhes'to embrace thee. | 
Mar. wor Nay, 
Deceive me not I pray you. I am a woman, 5 
And very nnn IT too thank ** 
you. 4 
J have ſupported you e'ernow my W b 
And will whene'et you need. | Leut. | Ti 
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SCENE I. Before the Houſe of BELISARIUS. 


Cains. Alas! what miſeries involve the houſe 
Of Belifarius! Like a towering oak 
Which many a year had braved the ſtorms of 
. heaven, 
Yet rooted deep, np; in age, 

He ſtood but yeſterday ; to day an earthquake 
Hath looſed his roots, he falls, and with him falls 
The ivy, and the vine with tender foliage 
Curling around him. (Enter Phorbas.) 

| Gracious powers! tis he! 
It muſt, it is reality.— Oh! ſay— 
; | Alive! at liberty By what rare accident?— 
Phor. My time is precious. Know that to Eumenes 
Was given the mandate for my execution 
In darkeſt privacy.—I ſtood prepared. 
When he with voice indignant fired the guards, 
Who urged me to eſcape. One only murmured, 
A wretch long uſed to Narbal's cruel deeds, 
A ſtern aſſaſſin. Him the ſword diſpatched. 
And by the poſtern door I ſought theſe walls. 
Caius. Which my unguarded zeal had reach'd before thee. 
Phor. Blame not * It was the zeal of friendſhip. 
Caius. 
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Caius. Too rough, and blunt my ſpeech. Ah! how 
Eumenes, 8 
Could I believe 
Phor. No more.—Attend! I mean 
Tho to his Empreſs arms he fly for ſhelter, 
There to purſue, and ſacrifice this Narbal. 
Go thou with winged haſte to old Nicanor, 
Bid him with utmoſt ſpeed direct the veterans 
| By different avenues to gain the forum ; 
f There will I meet and head the ſacred band. 
Caius, My ſpeed is needleſs. —Lo! the warrior comes! 


CITY 
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> 


Enter Nicanos. 


Nic. Why loiters Phorbas in theſe paths of danger? 
Before Eumenes' truſty meſſenger 
_ Diſcloſed thy fate; my mind, as if with his 
Holding free intercourſe, had all things ripe 
For ſome great, glorious action. | 
Fi. Ho conſent 
Time and occaſion with thy generous purpoſe? 
Nic. Already diſcontent with murmuring ſound 
Hath paſs d thro all our ſtreets, and now the voice 
Of bolder indignation riſes high. 
II The people gather all in groupes and cluſters 
Haranguing one another ; tho their clamours 
Are intermix'd, and all among them ſpeakers, 
They aim at one ſole end, to ſtorm the palace, 
And reſcue thence the hero they adore. 


My veterans all are ready, at a moment 
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We join their bands, and give to tumult, order. 
Thy freedom is the beſt, moſt proſperous omen, 
Inſuring our ſucceſs. Thy youthful preſence 
Will make us who already arc prepared, 
And dreadful to our foes, invincible. 
Phor, O noble friend! and worthy higheſt praiſe! 
How I revere thy venerable age! | 
Then Beliſarius ſhall again behold 
The all- chearing ſun, and vindicate his Aions 
In its meridian r 
Nie. Shall he not? 
Ves; or theſe 1 of dry antiquity 
Shall be trod low beneath the reveler's foot; 
And courtly ſycophants with filken ſmiles 


Shall mock theſe wither'd limbs.—O ſon of him, 


Whom I theſe thirty years have call'd my friend, 
Whoſe new-ſtrung arm I ſaw like lightning blaſt 
The Huns' fierce van ! Haſte ! lead us, lead us on ! 
The ſtep of age ſhall follow ſwift behind, 
And in this cauſe of juſtice, more than emulate 
Thy youthful ardour, 
Phor. Where are paſted now. 
The reverend ſons of war ? 
= YE 7 All in their arms; 785 | 
Received in friendly houſes in the 3 | 
They wait the trumpets' found to call them forth, 
Their heads are hoary, but their yaliant hearts 
Shall urge them on to raiſe a dreadful ſtorm, 
Like winter, when compelling all the winds 
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He rolls in wreathes the fleecy ſnow before him, 
And deſolates the fields. 
Plor. © *Thou brave old man 
Thy ſpirit rouſes mine to rapturous daring ! 
Haſte! call them forth! march down the open 
By yonder temple ; there I mean to join them. 
I, in diſguiſe, ſhall to the virtuous prieſt, 
Who is my friend. 
Nic. 223188 A weed is es 
And the thrice-honour'd name of Beliſarius. 
[ Exit, 
Phor. Thou Caius to the palace ; be it thine 
To act as thy own reaſon dictates there. 
Be mindful ever of Eumenes' orders. 
We have our friends amid the guards. The time 
"2 Requires all ſpeed, —Thy aſking eye inquires 
For thoſe within, Marcella is recover'd. 
J left her wrapp'd in ſweeteſt ſleep. Farewell. 
She too may need thy aid. | 
Catus. May heaven protect thee! 
And crewn thy hed wen victory and glory! 
Phor.O vengeance! whether by the fide of Jove 
Thou ſitt'ſt, intently gazing on his face, 
. Watching his frown, to ſnatch the fiery bolt 
From the crook'd beak of his imperial bird! 
Whether thou rideſt along the ſultry ſky, 
While peſtilence and famine yoked, draw on 
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Thy livid car, and death with eager joy 


BELISARIUS. 


Haſtes cloſe behind ! Whether amid the ranks 
Of homicidal Mars, thy two-edged ſword 
Thou ſurfeiteſt with ſlaughter ! to my aid 

Be near dread goddeſs ! In a cauſe more juſt 
Ne'er did thy breath inſpire the human ſoul. 
Beneath thy tutelary care I move. 

Fill all my breaſt ! with more than mortal vigour 
Brace up each finew ! that from this day's actions 


Guilt and ſucceſsful villainy may tremble 
Mid the bright blaze of their proſperity ! 


Exit. 


SCENE II. 4n amm, in the Palace. 


Nar, 


Dec. 


What of theſe tidings ? 


Riſe they i in a the ſhallow populace ; | 


Or is it but ſome vain and idle rumours ? 


Or raſh and ill-concerted ſcheme of weak | 

And deſperate villains, quell'd as ſoon as plann'd ? 

Yet wherefore then theſe terrors ! Such commo- 
tions 


'Fann'd to a darke, . oft 5 ſtates conſi umed, 


And laid ſtrong- built ei in aſhes. 


8 Enter Decivs, 


| Ruin and deſpair,— 
Thro every ſtreet ſedition pours amain 


, 
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In torrent ſtreams. The name of Beliſarius 


Acts as a potent charm to ſtir men up 


To boldeſt acts of treaſon. 


Nar. 


Dec. 


Var. 


Dec. 


Nar. 


Dec. 


| Head the guards! 
And j join to them thy forces from the ſuburbs. 
Go in thy ſtrength, and e'er it gains a leader, 


Cruſh the abortive mutiny. 


No ſtorm 


Ol common violence impends; I ſaw 


Nicanor and his veterans thro the forum 
Slowly proceed; upon their faces fit 


Dire rage and intrepidity. 
Away 


Collect thy troops. 


They are already poſted 


1 Before the palace gate. The guards are doubled. 
Confuſion ! doth Nicanor head the crew? 
And guide their frenzy ?—Yet e'er they advance, 


Fly ! hither bring Marcella! Times like theſe 
Uncommon deeds demand : Lead to the priſon 


Junius and Antonina—Pity bids us. 


That they may ſee, and comfort in his ſufferings 
Him whom we labour to reſtore to freedom. 
Of this be mindful. —Hoſtages like theſe 
Are guards and armies.—To Marcella's ear 
We ſhall our actions vindicate. The blame 
Is all Juſtinian's.—We adviſed to ſpare 
The life of Phorbas. 

1 A thy orders. 


Nar. 
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Nar. 


Dec. 
Nar. 


Dec. 


„ - of 


How far the ſoul of woman may be moved ; 


_ BELISARIUS. 
Yet ſtay. Marcella is endow'd with beauty, 


Might ſteal an hermit from his ſolitude, 
. 


She is moſt lovely. 1 
Beauty ſways not me. 


A toy to pleaſe light minds, 15/0 ee 


But by her huſband's death 


I ſee thy purpoſe. 
And was ſhe not with hatred and reſentment 


Againſt thee bent—Beſides her grief is young, 


And now ufurps dominion o'er her ſoul. 
For much ſhe loved. — 

She loved ambition, fame, 
Greatneſs and pageant ſtate. So do-they all: 
The real objects which the ſex admire; 
Theſe, when enforced by flattery are reſiſtleſs. 
Much did ſhe love ; but who pretends to gueſs 


By nature form'd in her fantaſtic mood, 


They veer for ever, and are often won 


To what is deem'd impoſlible.—With ſpeed 


Nar. 


Conduct her hither. [Exit Decius. 


Now to ſearch her heart. 
Can I not raiſe her to the height of power ? 
Can I not ſwear ? unſwear? reſtore her father 
Towiſh'd for freedom ? to his wealth and honours ? 
Boaſt with what zeal I ſtrove to fave her Phorbas ? 


Act as the guardian genius of her ſon ? 


Deſperate their ſtate and mine.— B this alliance 


Both 


BELISARIUS. 289 


Both are ſecured beyond the ſtroke of fate. 

Thou with thy oily tongue, Hypocriſy, 
Aſſiſt my purpoſe! In my eyes light up 
Thy honeſt-ſeeming taper ! O'er my face 
Spread be thy tints, well-taught to emulate 
The hue of virtue! On thy downy wings 
Let me inſinuate my winding courſe ! 
Glide through each obſtacle ! and reſt at length 
On the fair ſwelling boſom of ſucceſs! 

[ Extt. 


SCENE III. The Houſe of Beliſarius. 
 MarcELLa, ANTONINA. 


Mar. My Phorbas ſafe; of his dear life aſſured ; 
I riſe ſuperior to each human ill. 
And all my ſoul with fortitude inſpired, 
Contemns malicious fate ; and prompts to- deeds 
Tranſcending my weak ſex. Deſpair is paſs'd. 
I feel new hopes, and every thought looks forward 
To brighter days, to more auſpicious times. 
Ant. Did I not tell thee thouſands would ariſe, 
Armies conſpire, to aid in his diſtreſs 


Thy godlike father? and avenge injuſtice 
Enter Dtc1vs. 


Mar. Why enters Denis with unbidden . 
Theſe hallow'd walls ? - 
Ge. | . 
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Mar. 


Dec. 


Dec. 


With ſoothing accents cheer the hero's ſoul; 


BELZSARIU-S 


No enemy I come, 

Or ſecret ſpy. It heretofore I err d, 
If my raſh tongue offended, let repentance 
Atone the fault; and by my future deeds 
Judge my ſincere reſpect. 

Hath fear then iz d thee ? 
Art thou alarm'd? Doth Narbal s baſe heart 

tremble ? 

Is it to deprecate revenge thou comeſt? ? 
No ; let it take its courſe. The people's voice, 
Like that of ſome divinity, calls loud 
For puniſhment upon his head and thine. 
With temper hear me. Not impell'd by terror, 
But to uplift the fallen, conſole affliction, 
Am I by Narbal ſent. Fenced round by arms, 
And ſtrongly guarded by imperial power, 
What can the giddy multitude againſt us? 
For thee Marcella, Narbal is alarm'd ; 
For thee he feels, and for thy widow d ſtate. 
Guiltleſs of Phorbas' death, he only begs 


To undeceive thee, and with friendly heart 


Take thee to his protection, 

Undeceive me 
No; never will I meet his hateful preſence. 
Then muſt I gently force thee to the palace. 
Thee Antonina, he in kindneſs ſuffers 
To viſit Belifarius in his priſon. 
Go, with the tender Junius.—Let thy tongue 


And 


Ant. Shall I deſtroy our only means of ſafety ? 
Mar. Oh! never may thy tongue belie thy heart! 


Eum. The preſent is an awful dubious hour, 
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And elevate with hopes of ſpeedy freedom, 
So he exert his influence to diſperſe 


The irritated multitude, and order 
Nicanor and his veterans to retreat. 


Or a breath iſſue from thy lips to check 
The ſurging billows which thall overwhelm 
Deceit and cruelty Lead to the palace, 
Thou ſervile miniſter of him who ſent thee. 
I to this odious interview. While thee 

- - (to Antonina.) 
A ſad, but not ungrateful talk awaits, 
Tell Belifarius that his daughter ſtrives 
To follow with unequal pace his footſteps. 
Reaſon again may ſhrink beneath affliction ; 
But while my mind it's ſacred dictates hears, 
Misfortune's iron hand, howe'er oppreſſive, 
Shall nought avail to turn it from it's courſe 


Toward honour's dome, and the pure ſhrine of 
virtue, _  FExeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Palace. 


Of dread ſuſpenſe, and pregnant with the fate 
Of deeds myſterious. May no envious chance 
Render their birth-abortive !—Still I move 


With * feet. O Beliſarius 
„ I dared 
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B ELISARI US. 
I dared not e en to thee intruſt the ſecret 
Of Phorbas ſafety ; dare not truſt thy own. 
Heroic mind ! whoſe virtue will not ſwerve 
From its exalted courſe ! In proſperous hour, 
Or in adverſe, moſt ſingularly great, 
He follows his ſublimer plan of conduct; 
And walks, in theſe degenerate days, alone ; 


A bright example to the inferior kind 


What man ſhould be ; a creature nobly-form'd, 
Of ſpotleſs elements, and half divine. 

But ſcrupulous exactneſs doth not ſuit 

This vile, baſe æra; this adulterous age 
Admits not purity unmixt, unſtain d. 

In ſeaſons rank like theſe, what elſe were vice, 
Is become virtue Mutiny, rebellion 


Caſt off their odious yeſtments, and are dreſs d 


In robes of comelineſs, and real grace. 
Enter Carvs. 


What means 5 this pallied "Op this face of W ? 


| Cains.Oh! I have ſeen, what, like Meduſa's locks 


Might rivet me immoveable to earth. 
When will the hand of perſecution ceaſe ? 
The meaſure of calamity be full ? 


Eum. What haſt thou ſeen? 


Caius. 


Alas! with rancour Sen, 
This low-foul'd caitiff, his deſtructive ſnares 
Spreads not for men alone, the weaker ſex, 


The hapleſs infant, his fell rage purſues. by 
- 


9 


DSA ss an 


The aged dignity of Antonina 
I ſaw by Decius to the priſon * 
With the young hope of Phorbas; while Marcella 
With looks of woe, thro' which ſhot orient beauty, 
And conſcious greatneſs, and inſulted worth, 
By Narbal met, was led to his apartment. 
Eum. What wills the monſter? with what new deſigns 
Teems his prolific brain? He thinks perchance 
By theſe loved objects to avert the blow, 
And hay the people's fury. 
Catus. Rather ſay 
As the fierce panther tears the harmleſs flock, 
Theſe are the fated victims of his malice, 
And ſavage cruelty. | 
Eum. ws Where lept our caution? 
Why did we plant not an encircling band 


Around their ſacred walls? Why did not Phorbas 


Remove them from the threatening arm of danger? 
Not leave them thus defenceleſs to their foe? = 


Caius. Occaſion hath not ſmiled upon our purpoſe. 


Neither could Phorbas ward the ſudden blow, 
Scarce ſafe himſelf, and in diſguiſe _ d 
To j join Nicanor. | 

Eum. Let us watch with care 
The ſtep of opportunity. He comes 
To cruſh oppreſſion, and revenge his wrongs.— 
Still ſound the guards; and with our choſen number 
Seize we the lucky inſtant to forſake 7 
The daſtard flaves who ſanctify injuſtice. 

e e Should 


rr 22 My 


24% BELISARIUS. 
Should Phorbas fail, ſhould Beliſarius periſh, 
Better with them to die, than mid a crew 


Of tainted lepers catch the dire diſeaſe, PE 
And er al on a hateful life with them. [ Exeunt. 


| SCENE Ks Apartment in the Palace. 


3 MARCELLA. 6 


Nar. Let not the frown of ſcorn uſurp that brow, 


The ſeat of mild complacence ; in theſe eyes 
Let not pernicious anger light his fires, _ a 
On me they ought with gentler beams to ſhine. 
Mar. On thee! O patience heaven 
Nar. On me Marcella, 
Who eager ſtrove with ineffectual zeal 
To ſave thy Phorbas. My advice was mercy. 
Mar. Doſt thou blaſpheme with thy unhallow'd tongue, 
Prophane and impious, the ſweet name of mercy ! 
Coeval daughter of the eternal mind 
With whom, and Themis ſitting far apart 
| Almighty Jove holds converſe? 


Nar. Ceaſe this ſtrain, 


This idle rhapſody of words, nor ſoar 
Upon enthuſiaſt wing too high a pitch. 
Why ſhould Marcella mingle with the-ſtars, 
When, on this earth, unleſs perverſeneſs blaſt 
Their vernal prime, the flowers of ſoft delight 
May at her —_ ſ pring, and gayly bloom ? 
Mar. 
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Mar. To what baſe purpoſe, is the gall within, 
Converted on that traitor tongue to balm? 

Nar. Hard taſk is mine ; to combat with averſion, 
And from thy breaſt that prejudice remove 
Which blinds thy better ſight. —By what perſua- 
| fron 
O lovelieſt of thy ſex, ſhall I convince thee 
With what warm ardour, even of affection 
I ſtruggled to preſerve ill-fated Phorbas ? 

To Theodora, to Juſtinian's raſhneſs. 
Impute his death. Within my tortured ſoul 
Pity, reſpect, and admiration join'd, 
Felt for his ſufferings ; it now bleeds for thine. 

Mar. May I believe thee ? Wert thou thus humane ? 

Nar. Witneſs O holy truth ! O facred pity | 

Speak in theſe tears which recolle&ion pours 
At his loved name. 


Mar. Then have I wrong'd thee much. 
Thou wert his friend! 

Nur. J was. 

Mar. And now art mine? 


Nar. Cannot Marcella find a ſofter name ? 
If tendereſt love— 


> 


Mar. Hah !— 

Nar. © Tendereſt, trueſt love— 

Mar. Traitor, no more.—Already have my ears 
Too long with criminal attention heard 

I The odious ſounds of that deteſted tongue. 

| Nar. 


* ny 7 
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Nar. Tho beyond life itſelf thy charms I prize; 
Vet not to gueſs Marcella's lofty ſoul 
Towering above the rank of womankind 
Would ſhrink, ſuſpecting art, beneath the words 
Which ſtrike the meaner of her ſex, was weakneſs. 
Hear then the language of unvarniſh'd ſenſe, 
Of plain unerring reaſon. 


Mar. Wir provetnd, 
Was __— to theſe? 
Nar. The true confiruQon 


Is, that my love, impatient of controul, 
O' erpaſs d my argument. Marcella ſtands 
By the warm paſſion unaſſailable, 
Hard of acceſs, nor eaſy to be won; 
Or, tho diſſimulation I abhor, r 
Still thinks me falſe. Now reaſon ſpeaks toreaſon. 
Mar. The ways of heaven are juſt, tho deep conceal'd 
From mortal ſight. Elſe, O ye living powers! 
Might I complain, and aſk for what offence, 
What unknown crime, I thus am doom'd to liſten 
To words which ſhock each feeling of my ſoul. 
Nar. Yet hear me; nay, and hear me with attention. 
Thou tread'ſt the dark and gloomy path of danger, 
Which leads to ſhame, to miſery, and death. 
Pride, anger, and punctilious nicety 
Impell thy ſteps. While riches, honour, power 
Call thee to ſhare with them their envied ſtate, 
| And rule his willing heart, who rules an empire. 
Mar. How long! how long muſt I ſubmit!— 
| Mar 
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Nr. 0 RR : 
Olf all thy ſoul holds dear on thee depends. 
Doſt thou not wiſh the freedom of thy father? 
To ſee him ſhining with redoubled luſtre 
In the calm eve of life? To view thy ſon 
Received and foſtered in the arms of greatneſs? 
Till he arrive at that exalted ſtation 
Which bounds the daring journey of ambition? 
Thy mind is moved—thou wilt relent Marcella 
Theſe humid eyes foretell the melting heart. 
Mar, From many a various ſource may tears deſcend. 
But fay mine ſpring from Pogue grief 2888 
ls there not cauſe? 
Nar. There is—for thou haſt loſt 
One, in whom every rare accompliſhment, 
As in aſſemblage, met. Faith, virtue, wiſdom, 
Courage and generoſity conſpired 
His character to form. —Accurſed be thoſe 
; Who told him Narbal ever was his foe! 
I would have died, I would have died to fave him. 
But nought my words, my ſuppliant knee avail d, 
Fate fteel'd Juſtinian, and I loſt a friend— 
A friend hereafter—when convinced he knew 
How to one point our kindred boſoms beat, 
And time, the wounds of prejudice had heal'd. 
But thy affection, and my grief conjoin'd, 
In vain would penetrate the realms of death, 
And bid the diſembodied ſhade aſſume 
115 s warm and active functions. 0 Marcella, 
Rr Say 
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Say then, from whom ſhould I ſeek conſolation þ. 
But thee, the ſoft aſſociate of his foul? 
And who with ſhielding wing ſhould thee infold 
From the big tempeſt of adverſity, | 
Who lead you all to ſafety, but his . ! 
Since he is dead 
Mar. He is not dead, thou murtherer! 
Let thy own coward fears aſſiſt my ſpeech 
To drive the ſtrong conviction to thy heart 
And wrap it in deſpair.—He is not dead. 
Ye thunders! dreadful monitors of wrath ! 
Join your terrific notes! and loud proclaim 
He is not dead ! Like Fove himſelf he comes 
In clouds portentous, and aſſembled ſtorms, 
To pour deſtruction on the ſons of guilt, 
He lives I he lives! to puniſh thee he lives! 
Hark! hark! [ ſhouts and alarms] and let thy 
ſpirit ſink within thee! + 
Theſe inarticulate ſounds with one conſent 
All join to teach e een ee 
That Phorbas is alive. 
Nar. - She rends my foul. © 
If Phorbas lives, where ſhall I fly for ſafety ? 
Or courage whence aſſume, but from ne? 
- (alu. 


(Shouts, Sc.) a Drcios. 


Nar. Say, what import theſe ſhouts and dire alarms? 
Dec, My bands are routed ; wild diſmay and fear 


Precede the veterans' tieps ; here fought Nicanor, 
1 There 


K 


Narr. 


Dec. 


a. 
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There Phorbas urged the raging tide of war. 


While in the hurry of the fight, Eumenes 
And Caius lined the party of the foe 
With a collected ſquadron of the guards, 


As he ruſh'd by, Eumenes cried aloud, 
c Let Narbal know, wherce'crhe hides his head 
© Invainhe'll ſhunthelight'ning ſword of Phorbas. 
Tell him, my guardian care procured the wings, 
With which the youthful hero flew.” The gate 
Is mann'd, but with a feeble croud, who ſeems 
Ready to join the enemy. Thy preſence 
Is needed to inyigorate their hearts, 
And heat the aſſailants back, 

1 From Antonina 
That Beliſarius may appeaſe this n 
What tidings bring'ſt thou? 

She the priſon enter d, 

Reſolyed to cheriſh, rather than oppoſe 


His indignation. Should he ſtoop, the cried, 


Falſely accuſed, and with vile fetters loaded, 

By any deed, to guard from juſt revenge, 
Malicious enmity ; her tongue ſhould Wat him 
Ta nobler purpoſes, a woman's hand 


. Daſh the raiſed ſhield aſide. 
What frenny this! 


| Heroic greatneſs!—Blind infatuation. 


Not to perceive that our controul een naw 


Holds in deſtruction rein'd, —Go, thou, Marcella, 
Fer know we deem far other of thy prudence, 
1 Excite 
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Excite thy father's ſpeedy interference 
To quell this mutiny. Difperſe the croud, 
And ye are free as air, —Join thy endeavours ; 
Be thou the herald, to the e gate 
Bear forth his meſſage. 
Mar. Shall we meanly bargain” 
For freedom? for precarious life? the ſword, 
Which now hangs o'er thee by a ſingle thread, 
Shall we ſuſpend more firmly? or remove? 
Shall Phorbas liſten to amuſive tales? 
Rely on hypocritic promiſes? 
Entangled in thy fatal net again? 
No; let the hero execute his will. 
Aid him ye gods! to purge the tainted ſtate, 
Clear the veil'd fight of injured majeſty, 
Prove his true friend, and cruſh his boſom viper! 
Nar. Hence then all pity ! every ſoft emotion! 
Revenge is our's—her work begins this ſtant. 
We will not fit in calm inaction down. 
If fall we muſt, not unaccompanicd 
Shall be our ruin.—Periſh Beliſarius | 
Periſh his name! his race !\—Ungrateful woman 
Am I rewarded thus! Haſte Decius, hence! 
His eyes —his eyes Thou know'ſt what I would 
TT Io {Exit Decius.) 
Mar. Beyond example barbarous! King of cruelty! 
Hahl but thou canſt not dareſt not. 
ar. | Never more 
Sees he the ight—ne' er more bcholds 97 face. 
Unleſs 
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Unleſs perchance ye meet again in hea ve. 
Where thou wilt never come. Thee the pure gods 
Reſerve for vengeance ; thee the fiends below 
Expect; the realms of Tartarus and Dis. 
Where thy own guilt with puniſhment more fierce 
_ Than all the infernal furies can inflict, 
Shall torture thee forever. e 7 agent | 
ar. 135 Be it ſo. e BOY 
But know prophetic, * ill-omen'd- Sibyl, 
Careleſs of what hereafter may betide, 
The preſent hour is mine—nor think his eyes 
Ranſom his life ; my bittereſt foe ſhall die 
No common death. Stern fate inwraps you all, 
And eier this great avenger can arrive, | 
7 He o'er your blood ſhall paſs to ſtrike at me. 
Bear her to priſon. 
Mar. Yes, I come-my father! 
But how the dreadful ſpectacle behold ! - 
Blind ! Blind !—In thee alas! is virtue wounded, 
The glory of mortality laid low, 
Pernicious monſter !' Oh! my darling Junius! 
Lend me a portion of thy fortitude, 
Intrepid Phorbas! ( ſhouts, &c.) Tremble thou 
d | | aan!!! dV 
. Near, and more near thy diſmal knell is rung. 
He levels at thy head the flaming bolt, 
We fall but to accelerate thy doom. 
(Exit guarded.) 
Eh 0 ods arte non rene EN 97 RR. 
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Nar. Him too the arrow or the ſword may pierce; 
He too js mortal, (Aide.) Ye, whoſe heartante 
Whom loyalty inſpires, the low of juſtice, 
And hate of treaſon, follow me your leader ! 
This for] e has Le. * we 
do the gate! 
Within theſe walls, ſecure we may annoy, in 
Or ſingle out with miſſile arms the foe, 
Your pay is doubled. He who Phorbas kills 
A thouſand pieces of the pureſt gold 
Is his reward. Now onward to your poſts ! 


off 120008: n „ ſhouts reſound 359 eng 
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SCENE I. An Apartment in the Palace. 
Jos rixiAx, THroDoRA. 85 


Theo. Gb; 2388. "I 
Fly, didſt thou fay! O word vf abject ſhame ! 
Do I forget my ſtation ? Do I yield - ; 
To womanly deſpair? Is my check pale ? 
Feel I the cold and ſhivering fit upon me ? 5 8 
Let multiplying perils thicken round, 


* 
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Tho Phorbas lives, and thus'avows his treaſon, 
Tho Caius and Eumenes march beſide him, 
vet Enter a Meſſenger } {/houts J what Famed 
1 thoſe ſhouts ? 
Mz. Set They are advanced 
Near to the gate, which they prepare to ſtorm, 
On either ſide the mingled ſhouts ariſe. bY 
Soon will begin the deſperate ſhock ; I fear 
Leſt Phorbas— 
Theo. 2 Hah ! is every breaſt appall d? 
Nothing but terror, and the dreaded name 
Of Phorbas What tho he commands without > 
Have we not Narbal? Claudius? have we not 
Within, the valiant Decius? Add to theſe 
The imperial name, an army in itſelf? B?; 
And right, and juſtice? Add our walls, theſe 
towers, 
To force impregnable ? Go, bear * hence 
Courageous looks, warm hopes, by confidence 
And fortitude of mind inſpired; from me 
Take thou the gift, impart it to thy fellows. 

A ſhort reſiſtance will diſperſe this wild 
Unthinking croud, or they will ſoon rebel 
Againſt their leader. Let me not behold + 
Thy face again, unleſs with tidings fraught 
Of our ſucceſs, and their diſgraceful flight, 

[Exit Meſſenger. 
Toft. Oh! how will raſh-form's judgment hurry on, 
And loſe itſelf in error! prompt to rauſle 
a = @a5302 The 
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The worſt of evils, blind when they approach! 


Such is thy ſtate. While I purſuing ſtill 


The advice of others, diffident myſelf, 


Am loſt beneath thy guidance; in the morn 

Lord of the beſt part of this ample globe, 

And what to night? 
Haſte ! fend ſubmiſſive terms! 


Crouch to theſe ſlaves, who long to ſpill my blood, 


Then yield me up, and be content to reign 


A mock and pageant emperor.— will mount 


This inſtant on the loftieſt tower, from thence 
Should I behold the daring hand of treaſon 


- Urged by ſucceſs, roll the fierce tumult on, 


And penetrate theſe inner walls; think not 


I will furvive; the honours of my life 


Shall ne er be wreſted from me but by death. 


Jul. 
| ls there an act throughout my lengthened reign 


Cs ET” (Exit. 
Tempeſtuous woman ! Ever ent! | 


Which I have wiſhed undone, from thee it ſprang. 


Too late I rue my eaſineſs of ſoul, 


How oft hath fear aſſail'd my nighty pillow, 
How oft hath danger croſs'd my path by day 


Of thy procuring !—Might this ſtorm paſs by, 


Thy power is oer. This ſolemn vow to heaven! 


If not ! twere vain to ſtrĩive.I too can die 


Reſign d to the awful mandate. [Exit. 


SCENE | 
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SCENE II. Before the Priſon. 
{Confuſed noife of a ſtirmiſh at ſome diſtance.) 
NaRDAL, Dxcivs. 


Nar. They ruſh like gaunt and hungry wolves upon us, 
While our's reſiſt like deer. — All hope is fled. 
Behind, diſmay, and the keen ſword of Phorbas, 
Before us, horrid darkneſs, fierce remorſe, 

And death. —O pangs inſufferable ! fallen, 
Sunk from the lofty ſphere in which I ſail'd, 
And eagle-like gazed on the midday ſun! . 

Brought level with the duſt. | | 

. Hence with complaints, 

Abſurd and weak !—Or ſhall we hide ourſelves ? 
Creep into ſome vile nook ? and periſh there? 
No ; let us meaſure back our ſteps with ſpeed, 
Meet the victorious foe, rejoin the fight, 

And dearly ſell our lives. | _ 

Har, Hold thro the clouds 
A ray breaks forth. Go thou and lend thine aid 
To Claudius, who maintains the unequal conteſt, 
The ſhatter d remnant of our troops to bring 
To the inner court. Meanwhile this priſon guards 
Our only — of ſafety. Beliſarius 

8 8 Still 
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| Still lives, tho blind ; his family are our's. 


Them, thro the ſubterraneous avenue, 
To the ſame place will I eonvey. There urge 
Thy ſwift retreat, and leave the reſt to me. 


Dec. 1 go with ſpeed. f Exit Decius. 


Nar. 


Too eagerly my foul 
The dictates of reſentment hath purſued. 


I ſhould have ſpared his eyes—that deed may cloſ- 


The mind of Phorbas, bar up each acceſs, 
And render him inexorable.—No— ' | 
To fave their lives he cannot but relent. 

And to preſerve my own, tho ſhorn of honours, 
Is worth each ſtrenuous every deſperate effort ; 
Yet they too may be mine, —But ſhould I plan 
A fruitleſs enterprize, and baffled fall, 

Not mean and unadorn'd ſhall be my death, 


The blood of glorious victims floating round. 


EE Enters the Priſon with /ome of the Guards.) 


SCENE III. Be gore the Priſon 


( ſhouts Sc.) 
PHonzbas, Fumenes, NICANOR, Sc. 


Phor, My brave aſſociates hail! undoubted wreaths 


Are our's.— The riven gates, the flying guards 


Proclaim us conquerors.—Now haſte my friends 
Within yon dreary n ps general lies, 


f 


*  Groaning 


P, 
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Groaning beneath the weight of ſhameful chains; 
Quick burſt the door. 2 N 
Zum. (advancing} TDiis open. | 
Phor. L- t us enter! (ſcene draws) 
Eum. Darkneſs! and ſolitude! ; 
Phor. We ſeek in vain. Wy 
Diſtraction !—at the time of thy eſcape, 
Was he not here? and Antonina ? my ſon? 
Eum, They were. —Alas ! I ſhudder at the thought. 
When I had ſcaled the battlements, the gate 
| Juſt gain'd by thee ; this way a party fled, 
And, as I gueſs'd, by Narbal hurried on. 
This is his work—perhaps— 
Phor. Perhaps e'en now 
They breathe their laſt. Thus fruſtrated! Ve gods 
Oh! interrupt not thus our glorious courſe, 
By you protected! and by you inſpired! 
Eum. ] ſee it all; from yonder dark receſs 
An arched vault deſcending, winds along 
To the inner court; doubtleſs by that they paſs d 
And bore the ſuffering hero. 
Phor. | Thro the gloom 
I'll penetrate, ſhould it conduct my ſteps 
Down to the very centre. 
Nic. I will follow. 
Eum. Twere but a vain attempt. A ſlender guard 
Not to be forced, may brave an army there. 
And ſolid doors of braſs too firmly cloſed, 


Obſtruct the way. 


Ss 2 Enter 


2s I bs AA 


Enter Carvs. = 


' Caius. | Oh! horror | 0 honor! 


Phor, - . 
| What means my friend? = 
c Alas! thy father views 
Yon n orb no more. 


„„ „ Je gods! not lain! 


Caius. Not ſlain, ba n > prifonce 
- Whoſaw the melancholy ſpectacle, | 


Affirms the fact. 


Pie. Moſt unexampled crime! | 


And do we lingering ſtand? not fly to puniſh 
This odious monſter ?—Let the furies looſe! 
New-waken rage! again my friends aſſume 
The front of terror! ſtorm the inner gate! 
Bring piles of wood! Light the deſtructive fire 
Havock and deſolation be our plan! 

And if we cannot ſave this firſt of men, 
With all I love, all that my foul holds dear, 


Let univerſal ruin ſtamp the day 
With threefold horror ! 


Nic. Generous youth proceed! 
One ſpirit guides us; if we fail to reſcue, 
We amply will revenge thy er wrongs. 
Death or ſucceſs be ours. 
Phor. Death to his foes! | 
We, while indignant juſtice calls us on, 
Ruth to the goal of certain victory. _ 
— Seu 
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SCENE Iv. An Apartment in the Palace. 


BELISARIUS, Anronma, MazczLLa, jvntus. 


Mar. He comes, by honour, virtue, glory led, | 
Triumphant in his might! Vet once before 
He reſcued me alas! from death my father; 
From madneſs reſcued me.—O Beliſarius! 
Thou doſt not know what I have likewiſe ſuffer'd; 
Wild-roving frenzy, and heart-piercing inſult, 
He will—he muſt—he cannot but prevail ! 
Bel. Idle your words; your hopes ill-form'd and vain, 
Are we not ſtill within the power of Narbal ? 
Hath he relented ? no—but do not think 
My voice ſhall ſanctify theſe deeds of Phorbas. 
Should he advance een hither with ſucceſs, 
He, and his lawleſs crew, protend the ſpear, 
And raiſe a barrier of incircling ſhields, 
Think not I'll ſtain my foul; juſtice deceived, 
Is juſtice ſtill, and I will not reſiſt it. 
Mar. Are not our wrongs? 
Bel. 3 Hah! to revenge our wrongs! 
Is that the pretext of pernicious treaſon ? 
And who, when mad rebellion is on foot, 
And ruffian licence bears down all before it, 
Shall check them in their violent career ? 
Curb their dire rage? and bid them go no farther? 
6 Mar, 


30 BELISARIU S. 
Auen © Beliſarius! Fhou art cruel now. 


Surely thou loveſt me not. 
Bel. Do I not love thee? 
Thou art the beſt of daughters. No reproach, 
No blame Marcella, do I caſt on thee. | 
I am not yet fo loft to what is manly, = 
But that I can forgive a woman's weakneſs, 
And think it amiable. | 
Ant. Self-intereſt now, 
Should ſway methinks e en Narbal to preſerve us. 
Bel. So ſhould it ever. But our blood he thirſts for, 
As thou haſt ſeen. 


., Moſt true. Oh fight of woe! 


Bel. Theſe arms 


Mar. Perſidious, ae unmanly deed! 


Bel. I ſtretch theſe arms in vain.—No longer thus— 
No longer at a diſtance—— 
Ant. O O moſt injured! 
0 greatly, greatly wretched! 

Bel. To my heart! / Embracing them.) 
There would I ſtrain you, till the vital ſource 
Were quite exhauſted. —Oh ! let this embrace- 
Emphatically ſpeak my warmth of love ; 

All I now feel, all I have felt for you. 
Moſt kind! moſt faithful! tendereſt! loyelieſt ! 
1 
Ruin d for me! ye ever- living powers f 
1 (Sinks on his knees 9 by them.) 
Give 


F 
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Give them, give me the fortitude we need! 


Let us not murmur at your high diſpoſal 


Of mortal accidents O Jove ſupreme! 
Great ſource of all! howe'er inſerutable 
Thy univerſal laws, they muſt be right. 

And in ſome point of the eternal round 

Of circling years, the virtuous muſt be bleſt. 
Whatever be the cauſe of evil here, 


Benevolence muſt ultimately reign, 


Nar. 


Ant. 


And all creation hail the bounteous god. 
( ſhouts and tumult. 


Enter NAR RAL, DEcius, GuarDs. 


Since our moſt generous offers are deſpiſed, 
And Phorbas deigns no anſwer to beſtow 


But hoſtile threats, and fire and ſword ; away 


Bear all but Beliſarius to the walls 
There placed conſpicious, ſhould he ſtill perſiſt, 
And urge on fury to it's worſt extremes, | 
Let the ſteel ſmite Him, as our laſt refource 
Myſelf will guard. 

Ye ſhall not, mall not part us! 


Mar. Murtherers and ſlaves! Begone! 


Jun. 


Oh! ſave me! ſave me! 


Mar. {drawing a dagger, and . from thoſe tuo 


hold her.) 


This to thy heart and bet a woman's hand- 
N. 


n 
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Nar. ++ ++ (treſting the dagger from her.) 
8 and frantic! Hah! thy ſtroke hath 

Secure ber—Bear them hence.— 
Mar. | Heaven will not fail, 
| House er this trembling arm Oh torture _ 
Ant. Keen. 

And exquiſita diſtreſs! (They are IP off) 
Ae with Decius and Guards. 


Bal. Wo, O bitterneſs, 
1 , inexpreſſibly ſevere 
Hold — Hold —ſink not beneath the dreadful 
cConflict.— 
Return! return! thy wonted ſeat a * 
Firm, patient reſolution When the ſoul 
Of villainy, can ſtruggling bear the load 
Which guilt accumulates ; affliction's force 
Integrity unſhaken ſhould ſuſtain. 
FI Still ſoaring! thy ſtiff pride unbroken till ! 
Bel. Nature which form'd the reptile, form'd the bird 
OF wrong? wing. 
Nur. | Thro that affected ſcorn 
Vet ſhall I pierce and ſting thee to the heart. 
Bind! and inſenſate! couldſt thou not have gueſs d 
I ̃ be chains for Narbal forged, might fit thee well? 
| When to Juſtinian thy officious tongue * 
JJV wo e 


wy 
=L Crt IR f Tg 
IG bs 0 17 n 


* 


BELISARIUS. 313 
Condemn'd my actions, couldſt thou not have 
gueſs d | | 
That Narbal might revenge too? 
Bel. | Heaven ordains 
An antidote for every human ill. 
I thank it's power, and am again myſelf. 
Nar. To try that heart ¶ Enter a Ader what are 
thy tidings? fay? _ 
. Scarce from the wall had Decius bending down 
Thy terms delivered, when an arrow flew 
And pierced his brain.— The guards within ex- 
claimd 
Tumultuous at thy orders, and required 
To bear the family of Beliſariuns 
From great Juſtinian's ſelf to learn their doom; 
A party for that purpoſe is detached. 
Who likewiſe, at his own requeſt, ſupport 
The ſteps of Claudius thither, wounded ſore 
In the late hard retreat, with loſs of blood 
Fainting, and as it ſeems, not far from death. 
be reſt defend the gate. | 
„3 (noiſe of falling ruins, Sc.) 
e Oh horror! 
| 1 going to the fade of the age.) 
Lo! 
The flame aſcends! the maſſy beams give way! 
Wide is the ruin ſcattered all around! 
They drop their arms—they fly—who ruſhes in 
1 Thro 
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Thro the thick ſmoke impetuous?—Tt is he 
Phorbas himſelf they follow - on he moves 
Direct with rapid fury he is here! 

Nar. Draw all your ſwords! ſuſpend them o'er his head- - 
And when you ſee me ſtrike, make ſure your work, 
And emulate the blow. 
(He ſtands by the jade of Beliſarius with 8 word 
. en behind with their's ready.) 


Enter tht AS, EUMENES, Nicaxox, Se. 


Por, Here is our deftined mark, and this the place 
To hunt a bloody tyger to the death. — 
Hah ! what do I behold! my feet are nail'd 
To the mute earth, and terror ſhakes my frame. 


Nar. If thou, or one of that rebellious God! | 


Advance a ſtep, he dies. . 

Phot 9 © n bid them halt. 

Nic. Halt! | 

Nar. We tranſmitted un generous terms. 
They ſtill are thine. We give the lives of all.— 
Your honours, wealth, and liberty reftore— 
If thou the palace quit, diſband thy troops, 
Confuſion ſoothe, and quell licentious outrage. 


Phor. Can'ſt thou again his viſual lamp relume ? 


; - Accurſed barbarian But ſhould we retire \ 
Where i is the ſurety ? | | 


Naur. "dra. e Mg 0 
* Thy word — 


Nar. 
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War. Nay then, at once! (rai/es his ſcuord.) 

Pier, Oh! hold I charge thee! 
Said thou thy word __ 

3 If thou demur a moment, | 
The ſtroke is given. 

Bel. | Ye gods! I can no wow 


Command my ſilence, — Thou degenerate boy 
Who taught thy raſh right hand to violate 
This hallowed place? thus careleſsly to ſport 
With royal blood? and haply o'er the world 
Spread deſolation, rapine, ſavage ſtrife, 
And jarring anarchy ? 
Phor. OE Oh! ſpare thy fon! 5 
Think what I feel! oh! ſpare theſe. taunts my 
| father! 
Bel. Why wouldſt thou &er deſerve them ?—ſhall an 
injury, 
However great, done to a private man, 
_ Cauſe him to riſe in arms? to wield on high 
The death-denouncing ſword? and threaten ruin 
To the univerſal ſtate ?—Juſtinian! heaven 
Preſerve his ſacred life!—ye paſs not here, 
But Oer this mangled frame. Couldſt thou pretend 
To guide each furious arm? and when upraiſed, 
Direct it where to ſtrike ?—young Cæſar dead, 
And no ſucceſſor named, couldſt thou controul 
Ambition's ſons? eager to claim the throne? 


And tear their country's vitals ? to deſtroy 
t 2 The 
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The goodly ſtructure of theſe hands ? the realm 
Which our joint labours had compoſed to peace ? 


Why ſhould our active ſwords be charm'd aſleep 
With incantations ? Can we ſave his life 


By our retreat? No; let us therefore ruſh 


Upon the murtherers who engird him round! 
Oh! that my words could, like a pointed dart 
Transfix that traitor !—Hah ! and was it he? 


The brave Nicanor ? now, in civil broils 
- Waſting the glory earn'd in many a field 


Where honour waved her enfigns ?—But declare, 
Speak all, your purpoſe !—Orhave you been ſeized 
With epidemic madneſs ?—Say my friends, 


What is my life, or death !—What juſt complaint 


Nar, *: 


- Stirs you againſt your prince ?—I heed perchance 


As little as yourſelves the imperial title, 
Or farce of royalty. If e er Juſtinian 


Had play'd the tyrant wantonly, if orphans 


Were plenty in our ſtreets, and wailing widows, 


If the whole realm harraſt beneath his ſway 


Groan'd for redreſs, then 'twere a glorious cauſe 
To bend againſt him the ſtrong bow of vengeance, 
Nor theſe old arms had fail'd to ſtrain their nerves, 
Till the points met together. 

| Le have heard 


151 The voice oracular of truth and virtue, 
Obey it's dictates; lay your weapons down; 


And 


BELITSARIUS. 3t7 


And truſt my interceſſion to obtain 
A general pardon. 4 
Flo. Much would 1 perform 
To fave that * life. 
Bel. Why every thought 
Beat on an individual's happineſs ? 


Conſult the public welfare. But not here 
Lay down your arms; deſpiſe with me this wretch, 


And his commands ; laugh hw vain N to 
| ſcorn; 
His promiſes, his very oaths ſuſpect, 
For falſhood hath poſſeſs'd his total frame, 
And mingled with his eſſence.— Fe my days 
Of ebbing life, ſhould nature take it's courſe : ' 
By what his cruel hand hath raviſh'd from me, 
Still lower in their price, of no eſteem, © 
Uſeleſs to others, uſeleſs to myſelf. — 
Leave therefore him to me, and me to him. 
The ſword will fall on unſubſtantial air, 
The ſhadow. of a man.—No ; ſeek Juſtinian! 
To him with low ſubmiſſion bend; intreat 
Of him forgiveneſs; from his foreign will 
Expect your future fate. 
Nar. Nay then revenge, 
And hopeleſs rage no longer ſhall poſtpone 
Their deſtined taſæ going to ſtrike.) * 
Phor.  _ Uſe the ſwitt lightning's ſpeed! 
And on his head at lealt—- -* | 
| Enter 
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Enter JusrIx IAN and GUARDS. 
e (Narbal farts and drops his word.) 


Jo Seize that deteſted traitor l bear him hence 
To puniſhment ! him and the treacherous ſlave, 
His fit nnen [ Exeunt Guards with Narbal. 
| .- Hah! do I behold — 

That cbs face deſpoiled and blind! - 
VindiQtive malice ! groveling cruelty! 

And canſt thou pardon ! oh! I fondly thought 
At leaſt in ſame degree to recompence 
Thy unexampled wrongs—but what can pay 

This loſs „ö { Marcella: Antonina ! 


Enter eee . jontus. 


Ant. And art thou given to our deſires again? 
Mar. Do I then claſp my huſband in my arms? 
Thy boy my Phorbas. ” 


Ant, My fon!” 

Mar. My father? 

Bel.  O my age's light! {embracing Junius) 

== Young, lovely fun-beam ! I could bear adverſity, 
This overwhelms me.—But my ſovereign! hah ! 
I bear his grief, the emotions of his ſoul, 


Juſt. And needed I this fight to afflict my boſom 


. Freſh RE with another recent wound 
. | * : Thou 
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Thou know'ſt not Theodora's fate; alas! 
When Phorbas had each obſtacle o'ercome, 

And hope appeared extinct, from the high tower 
Where ſhe was placed, in ſudden frenzy, down 
She threw herſelf.—Ill-deſtined, hapleſs woman! 
Thou wert too nigh our heart. Vet heaven ĩs juſt, 
Miſguided by her zeal ſhe thought thee falſe, 
And lived not to be undeceived with me. 

For the perfidious Claudius is no more, 

Who in my preſence all the plot diſcloſed, 

And died, with keen remorſe, imploring mercy. 


Bel. Am I then free from each imputed crime? 


In thy opinion free? I have loſt nothing. 
Mine is all gain. To this an empire's wealth 
Is cheap, is ſordid. Doſt thou know me guiltleſs? 


Juſt. I do, with joy I do. No power on earth 


Shall e er with darkneſs cloud my mind again. 

I heard thee as I entered, prime of men! 

Heard thee with admiration.— Son! and friends 

Of this illuſtrious hero! I approve 

Alt PROTO JO warm heart approves 
it. 4 

Phordas, thy ſecond ſelf ſhall reap-our bunte 


Unmeaſured as his worth. While they who ſhook 
The ſceptre in my hand, ſhall from henceforth 
Encompaſs me, my firm protecting, bulwarks.— 
Friend ! guardian ! reinftator of my throne ! 
Above all empire! Let me caſt aſide 
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Vain pomp, and mix myſelf with native greatneſs, 


And ſtrain thee to my heart. ( embraces Beliſarius. ) | 
_Now all indulge 


: Your feedings uhrnſtialneF! Your mutual joy 


-. Indulge! while I, a ſharer in your bliſs, - 
Taſte trueſt happineſs; with new-born ſmiles I 


Bel. 


Bedeck the face of innocence; reward 


Fidelity and courage; and repair, | 

Far as my power extends, thoſe i injuries | £ 
Which from my raſh credulity have ſprung. 
Worthieſt of princes -O my fon! be't thine 
With zealous ſpirit to ſerve faithfully -* . 
This generous maſter. | Ever to his ear 


Prompt to receive, convey the tale of truth. 


Ne er may ſuch goodneſs be abuſed by falhood 
Nor ſmooth-tongued nn r his 


preſence! 


8 * „ 


And who can walk therein with foot unwounded ? 


Truly to ſearch the hypocrite, and view 


+ The villain's naked ſoul; is heaven's alone. 
Man can but do his beſt, a& from appearance, 
thc phy the,comn whichtia knows. | 
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EPILOGU E. 


HERE are, who when the Tragic ſcene is paſt, . 


Require a ſerious Epilogue at laſt. 
Why raiſe the ſigh, and cauſe the tear to flow? 
« Then, ſtrive to baniſh every trace of woe? 
« Why elevate with moral truth the breaſt ? 


„ Then, lower it ſo ſoon, to whim and jeſt ? 
Thus ſenſe is injured, feeling is diſgraced, 


« The Tragi-comic mixture wars with taſte, 
„If faſhion theſe incongruous ftrains ſupplies, 


The voice of faſhion, genius ſhould deſpiſe. 


« Preſerve it's former dignity of flile, 


% Not cloſe the tale of anguiſh, with a ſmile.” 


Theſe arguments are plauſible indeed; 


But ſay, will Reaſon ſanctify the creed ? 


Firſt prove the „the ſcene, the actors, real, 
The ſtory true, the ſufferings not ideal. 
If now, to cheriſh fancied griet be right, 
Why two hours hence diſcard it? Why to night? 
Why not indulge the luxury of forrow 
To morrow ? AF morrow ? And to morrow ? 
The paſſions warm'd, and the ſoft tribute paid 
Nature and taſte have duly been obey'd. . 
The illuſion hath prevail'd, the time is ofer, 
And truth ſhould reign, where fancy reign'd before, 
Enough of grief in real life we and ; 


Enough to prove our ſympathy of mind. 


But with the tale of art, diſmiſs the ſigh, 
And with the fiction, caſt the ſorrow by. 
When gathering clouds the face of heaven deform, 
And the winds rave—how awful is the ſtorm! 
But who repines, if Phœbus darts his ray ? 
Who thinks the miſts too quickly roll'd away t 
Yet would we not obtrude on melancholy 
Buffoonery's maſk, or the broad grin of folly; 


For fun and jokes in the low kennel ſeek, 


Or raiſe a tranſient bluſh on virtueꝰs check. 


— 
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So farewell grief — and welcome gayety. 


222 or . 
A decent cheerſulneſs, ſome ſtrokes of wit 


Wie hold that judgment ſhould not deem unkit. 


Not laughter's clamorous uproar we commend, 

But would with falhion, reaſon likewiſe blend. 
Thus pro and con the arguments we've given; 

You we « decide; we keep the balance even, 

Here livelineſs — here forrow—this a ſigh, 

And that a ſmile of vous can liſt on high. 

It trembles it deſcends — tis your decree ; 
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